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THE MOURNING BRIDE, 

First acted at Lincoln's-inn Fields Theatre in 
1697, is the only tragedy prodoced by Mr. Con- 
greye; and, though the most snccessinl of his 
works, has been deemed ** inferior to the yery 
worst" of his other dramatic essays. The speech 
of Almeria, howeyer, in the second act, beglintng 

*'No,a]lUhiiili'd,''ftc. 

has been selected by' Dr. Johnson, as ^ the most 
poetical paragraph in the whole mass of English 
poetry." This tragedy is still consideced an at- 
tractiye stock play. 



PROLOGUE. 

The time has been when plays were not so plentj. 
And a less namber now would well content je; 
New plays did then like almanacs appear. 
And one was thought safEoieot for a year: 
Though they are more like almanacs of late ; 
For in one year, I think, they're out of dale. 
Nor were they without reason join'd tosether; 
For, jast as one prognosticates the weather. 
How plentiful the crops, or scarce the grain. 
What Deals of thander, and what showers of rain ; 
So f other can foretel, by certain rules. 
What crowds of coxcombs, or what floods of fools. 
In such like prophecies were poets skilPd, 
Which now they find in their own tribe fnlfiil'd : 
The dearth of wit they did so long presage. 
Is falPn on us, and almost starves the stage. 
Were yon not griev'd as often as you saw 
Poor actors thrash such empty sheaves of straw f 
Toiling and laboring, at their lungs' expense, 
To start a jest, or force a little sense. 
Hard &te tor us! still harder in th* event; 
Our authors sin, but we alone repent. 
Still they proceed, and, at our onarge,< write worse, 
'Twere some amends if they could reim borne : 
But there's the devil, tliough their oanse is lost. 
There's no reoov'ring damaj^ or cost 

Good wits, forgive tMs liberty we take. 
Since custom gives the losers leave to speak. 
Bat if, provolrd, your dreadful wrath remains. 
Take your revenge upon the coming scenes : 
For that damn'd poet^s spar'd who damns a brother, 
As one thief 'scapes that execates another. 
Thus far alone does to the wits relate ; 
But from the rest we hope a better fate. 
To please and move has been our poet's theme. 
Art may direct, bot nature is his aim ;^ 
And natore miss'd, in vain he boasU hb art, 
For only natare can affect the heart. 



6 DRAMATIS PERSONA. 

Then freeW jodge the noeiiei that shall ensaef 
fiat as with freedom, judce with candour tod. 
He woald not lose throng prejadioe his c 
Nor woald obtain precanouslj applause. 
Impartial censure be requests from all» 
Prepared by just decrees to stand or fall. 



DRAMATIS PERSONS. 

As originaUy acted at lAncoln's-mn Fieldi, 1697. 

Manuel . Mr. Yerbracigen. 

GcTuaUs. • Mr. Sanford. 

Garcia Mr. Scadamour. 

Perez Mr. Freeman. 

Alonzo Mr. Arnold. 

0<myn Mr. Betterton. 

Hel* Mr. Bowman. 

Selim Mr. Baily. 

Almeria Mrs. Braoegirdle* 

Zara Mrs. Barry. 

Leonora Mrs. Bowman. 

1787. 
Drtrry Lame, Coveut thtrden. 

Manuel Mr. Aickin. Mr. Hull. / 

GonsaUz Mr. Packer. Mr. Gardner. 

Garcia Mr. Barrymore. Mr. Davies. 

Perez Mr.WilsMi. Mr. Thompson. 

Alonzo Mr. PhilHmore. Mr. Fearon. 

Osmyn ....;.. Mr. Smith, Mr. Holman. 

Hell Mr. R. Palmer. Mr. Gabitt. 

Selim Mr.FawoetL Mr.Maoready. 

Almeria Mrs. Ward. Mrs. Pope. 

Zara Mrs. Siddons. Miss Bronton. 

Leonora Miss Tidswell. Miss Piatt 

/ 

Attendants, Guards, ^. 

5C£iV£-GEANADA. 



ACT THE PlRaT. 




SCENB I. A Room cf State. 

The Curtain rising slowly to soft Musict discovers Al- 
MERiA in Moumingf Leonora waiting. Almbbia 
rises and comes forward. 

Aim. iVlusic haft channs to tootli a MTage breast. 
To soften rooks, or bend a knotted oak. 
Vwe read that things inanimate haye moy'd, 
Andy as with living sools, have been infomi'd. 
By magic numbers anA persuasive sound. 
What then am I ? Am I more senseless grown 
Than trees or flint? O, force of constant woe! 
lis not in harmony to calm m j griefii. 
Anselmo sleeps, and is at peace; last ni{|pht 
The silent tomb received toe good old king; 
He and his sorrows now are safely lodg'd 
Within its cold, but bospiUble bosom. 
Wbj am not I at peace? 

Leon. Dear madam, cease. 
Or moderate your grief; there is no caose^ 

Aim. No cause! Peace, peace ! there is eternal cause. 
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And misery eierual will succeed. 

Thou canst not teli-^thoo bast indeed no caase. 

Leon. Believe me, madam, I lament Anaelmo« 
And always did compassionate his fortune : 
Have often wept, to see how cruelly 
Your father kept in chains his fellow king : 
And oft at ni^ht, when all have been retir'd. 
Have stol'n from bed, and to his prison crept. 
Where, while lUs gaoler slept, I through the grate 
Have softly whisper'd, and inquired his health. 
Sent in my sighs aiid pray Vs for his deliverance ; 
For sighs and pray'rs were all that I could offer. 

Aim. Indeed thou hast a soft and gentle nature. 
That thus could melt to see a stranger's 'wrongs. 
O, Leonora, hadst thou known Anselmo, 
How would thy heart have bled to see his sufferings ! 
Thou hadst no cause but general compassion. 

Leon. Love of my royal mistress gave me cause. 
My love of you begot my grief for him ; 
For I had heard that when the chance of war 
Had bless'd Ansel rao's arms with victory. 
And the rich spoil of all the field, and you, 
The glory of the whole, were made the prey 
Of his success, 

He did endear himself to your affection, 
B^ all the worth^f and indulgent ways 
His most industrious ffuodness could invent; 
Proposing, by a match between Alphonso 
His son, the brave Yalencian prince, and you. 
To end the long dissension, and unite 
The jarring crowns. 

Abn. V/by was I carried to Anselmo's court? 
Or there, why was I us'd so tenderly? 
Why not ill treated, like an enemy r 
For so my father would have us'd his child* 
O, Alphonso, Alphonso! 

Devouring seas have wash'd thee from my sigLt^ 
No time shall rase thee from my memory ; 
No, 1 will live to be thy monument: 
The cruel ocean is-no more thy tomb ; 
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Sot in mj hewt thou art interr'd ; tlMro, there, 
Th J dear rawoibJenoe is for ever fix'd ; 
fdy \ovfi, toy lord, mr hmband still, tlioiigii lost! 
Leon. Husband ! O, heav'iis! 
Aim. Alas! What have I said? 
My grief has burrj'd roe beyond all tboncht 
I woold have kept that secret ; though 1 know 
Thy love and faith to me deserve all confidence. 

Lean. Witness these tears — 
The memory of that brave |Hriiiee stands fair 
In all report — ^ 

And I have heard inperfeolly his loss; 
But fearful to renew year troobles past, 
I never did presume to ask the story. 

Akn, If for my swelling heart 1 can, FU tell thee. 
I was a weli^me captive in Valencia, 
Bv'n on the day when Mannel, my fitther. 
Lied on his conquering troops, high as the gates 
Of king Anselmo's palace; which, in nge. 
And heat of war, and dire revenge, he fir'd. 
The good king fljing to avoid Um flames. 
Started amidst his foes, and made captivity 

His fatal refuge Woold that I had fall'n 

Amidst those flames— but 'twas not so decreed. 
Alphonso, who foresaw my father's cruelty. 
Had borne the queen and me on board a ship 
Ready to sail;- and when this news was brought 
We put to sea ; but being betray'd by some 
Who knew our flight, we oloselv were pursu'd. 
And almost taken ; when a sodaen storm 
Drove us, and those that foUow'd, on the coast 
Of Afric : There our vessel struck the shore. 
And,, bulging 'gainst a rock vfas dash'd in ^«ces. 
But heav'A spaPd me for vet much, more affliction ! 
Conducting them who followed us, to shun 
The shoal, and save me floating on the waves. 
While the good queen and my Alphonso perish'd. 
Leon, Alas! Were you then wedded to Alphonso? 
Aim. That day, that fatal day, our hands were join d. 
For when my lord beheld the ship pursuing. 
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And saw her imte so &r exoeediiig oars, I 

He came to me, and begg*d me by mv loYe» 

I would consent the priest should make as one ; 

l^at whether death or Tiotorj ensa'd, 

I might be his« beyond the pow'r of fiite : 

The ^oeen too did assist his snitr— I granted ; 

And in one day was wedded, and a widow. I 

X<eoR. Indeed, 'twas moamfiil 

Aim. Twas— as I hare told thee-- 
For which I moam,-and will for erer moorn ; I 

Kor will I ohuige these black and dismal robes. 
Or erer dry these swoln and waf ry eyes ; 
Or ever taste content, or peaoe of heart. 
While I have life and thoaght of my Alphonso. 

[Lond thout^. 

Leon. Hark.! 
The dutant shouts proclaim yonr &ther's trinmph. 

[ShouU at a dtstanee. 

cease for beav'n's sake, assuage a little 
This torrent of your grief; for much I fear 
Twill urge his wrath, to see vou drown'd in tears. 
When jov appears in ev'ry other ftoe. 

Aim. Ana loy he brings to evVy other heart. 
But doable, doable weight of woe to mine : 
For with him Garcia comes — Garda, to whom 

1 most be sacrificed, and all the vows 

I gave my dear Alphonso basely broken. 

Tso, it shall never be ; for I will die ; 

First, die ten thousand deaths. — Look down, look down, j 

Alphonso, hear the sacred vow I make ;^ [Kneeb, 

And thou, Anselmo, if yet thou art arriv'd ! 

Through all impediments of purging fire. 

To that bright heaven where my Al|^onso reigns, 

Behold thou also, and attend my vow : I 

If ever I do yield, or give oonsent. 

By any action, word, or thought, to wed 

Another lord ; may then just beav'n show'r down 

Unheard-of curses on me, greater far 

(U such there be in angry beav'n's vengeance) . 

Than any I have yet endur'd.— And now [fiuii^. 



SCENE 1. TffrS MOORNIBO BRIBB. 11 

M^ heart Ins lome relief: lunrinf w well 
l>udi«rg'd this debt, iooombeBt on my lofe. 
Yet one thing mere 1 wocrid enga^ from thee. 

Lam, Mt heart, my life, and will, are only yoan. 

Aim. I thank thee. Tb but this : anon, when all 
Are wrapp'd and basted in the general joy, 
Thoa wut withdraw, and privately with me 
Steal forth to visit good Ansefano's tomb. 

LMifk» Alas! I fear some fatal resolution. 

AUn, No, on my life, my fidtb, I mean no ill, 
Nor Tiolence.— ^I feel myself more light. 
And more at large sinoe I have made tms tow. 
Perhaps 1 woola repeat it there more solemnly. 
Tis that, or some soeh melancholy thought; 
Upon my word, no more. 

Litxm* I will attend yon. 

JEfiter Alonzo. 

Aijen, The lord Gonsalea eomes to tell yonr highness 
The king is jnst arrived. 

Aim, Gondoot him in. [£nt AUmu), 

That's his pretenoe : his errand is, I know. 
To lai my ears with Garoia's valiant deeds ; 
And sild and magnify^ his son's exploits. 
Bat I am arm'd with ioe aroand mj heart. 
Not to be warm'd with words, or idle eloqaence. 

£nter Gonsalbz. 
Gon. Be ev'ry day of yonr long life like this. 
The son, bright oonqnest, and yoor brighter eyes. 
Have all conspired to bUae promiscuoos light. 
And bless this day with most unequal lustre. 
Your royal fether, my vietorious lord. 
Laden with spoils, and overliving laurel, 
Is ent*ring now in martial iMNnp toe palace. 
Five handled mules precede his solemn march. 
Which groan beneath the weight of Moorish wealth. 
Chariots of war, adom*d with glitt'ring gems. 
Succeed ; and next, a hundred neighing steeds. 
While as the ileeoy rain on Alpine hills ; 
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' That bound and foaniy and ohanp the g^olden bit. 
As they difldain'd the viotory they gnoe. 
Prisonera of war in ahining fetters follow: 
And captains of the noblest blood of Afrio 
Sweat by bis chariot-wheels ; 
The swarming populace spread everj wall, 
While yon alone retire, and shun this sight ; 
This sight, which is indeed not seen (though twice 
The multitude should gaze) in absence of your eyes. 

Aim. Mt lord, mine eyes ungratefully behold 
The gilded trophies of exterior honours. 
Nor wili my ears be charm'd with sounding words. 
Or pompous phrase; the pageantry of souls. 
But that my rather is returned in safety, 
I bend to heay'n with thanks. 

Gon. Excellent princess! 
But His a task unfit for my weak age 
With dying words to offer at your praise. 
Garcia, my son, your beauty's lowest sla^re. 
Has better done, in proving with his sword 
The foroe and influence of your matchless charms. 

Aim, I doubt not of the worth of Garcia's deeds. 
Which had been brave, though I had ne*er been born. 

Lton. Madam, the king. 

Symphony qf warlike Music. Enter the King, attended 
by Garcia and $everal Officers; FUes of Prisonerti 
in Chaifu, and Guards. Almbbia meets the King. 
and kneels; afienoards Gonsalez kneels and kisses 
the King's Hand, while Garcia does the same te 
the Princess. 
King, Ajmeria, rise — My best Gonsales, rise . 

What, tears! my good old friend 

Gon. But tears of joy. 

Believe me, sir, to see yon thus, has fiii'd 

Mine eyes with more delight than they can hold. 
-King, By heav'n thou lov'st me, andl am pleas'd thou 
dost. 

Take it for thanks, old man, that I rejoice 

To see thee weep on this c 



SCENE !• THE MOURNING BRfDE. IS 

Here are, who seem to moom at our soeoeMl 
Why h't, Almeria, that joa meet oar eyet. 
Upon tluA colemn dar* in Ihete sad weeds? 
In opposition to my brightness, you 
And joors are all like daoehters of aiBictiott. 

Aim. Forj^ve me, sir, if I in this offend. 
The year, which I have vow'd to pay to heav'n, 
In moorning and strict life, for my deliv'rance 
From wreck and death, wants yet to be expired. 

King. Yoor seeal to heav'n is great, so is your debt; 
Yet something too is doe to me, who gave 
That life which heav'n preserved. A day bestow 'd 
In filial duty, had aton'd and given 
A dispensation to your vow — No more! 
'Twas weak and wilful — and a woman's error. 
Yet — upon thought, it doubly wounds my sight. 
To ace that sable worn upon the day 
Succeeding that in which our deadliest foe. 
Hated Anselmo! was interred — By hear'n! 
It looks as thou didst mourn for him ! jost so 
Thy senseless vow appeared to bear its date. 
Not from that hour wherein thou wert preserv'd, 
Bot that wherein the cursed Alphonso perish'd* 
Ha! What! thou dost not weep to think of that? 

Gon. Have patience, royal sir; the princess weeps 
To have offeuaed yon. If fitte decreed, 
One pointed hour should be Alphonso'b loss, 
And oer deliverance, is she to blame? 

King, I tell thoe she's to blame, not to have feasted 
When my first foe was laid in earth ; suoh enmity, 
Snch detestation bears my blood to bis: 
My daughter should have reveird at his death; 
Slie should have made these palace walls to sliake. 
And all this high and ample roof to ring 
With her rejoicings. What, to mourn and weep! 
Then, then to weep, and pray, and grieve ! By heav*n ! 
There's not a slave, a shackled slave of mine. 
But should havovsmil'd that hour, through all his care. 
And shook his chains in transport and rude harmony! 
Gan. What she has dolie was in exoess of goodness; 
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Betray'd by too miich piety, to seem 

As if she had offended.— —Sure, no more. 

King, To seem is to commit, at this oonjanclare. 
I wo'not hare a seeming sorrow seen 
To-day.— Retire, divest yonrseif with speed 
Of that offensive blaek ; on me be all 
The violation of yoar tow; for yon. 
It shall be yoar excuse that I command it. 

Gar, [Kneeling] Your pardon, sir, ifli>re8ame so fiu*. 
As to remind yon of your gracious promise. 

King, Rise, Garcia — ^1 fonrat. Yet stay, Almeria. 
Ahn, My boding heart! — What is your pleasure, sir? 
King. Draw near, and give yoar hand: and Garcia, 
yours: 
Receive this lord, as one whom I have foand 
Worthy to be yoar husband and my son. 

Gar. Thus let me kneel to take— O not to take— 
But to devote, and yield myself for ever 
The slave and creature of my royal mistress. 

Gon* O let me prostrate pay my worthless thanks — 
King. No more -, my promise long since pass'd, thy ser- 
Tioes, 
And Garcia*8 well-try'd ralour, all oblige me. 
This day we triompb ; but to-morrow's sun, 
Garcia, shall shine to grace thy nuptials — - 
Aim. Ob! IFamts. 

Gar. She fiunts ! help to support her. 
Gon. She recovers. 

King. A fit of bridal fear. How is't, Almeria? 
Aim. A sodden chillness seizes on my spirits. 
Your leave, sir, to retire^ 
King. Garda, conduct her. 

[Garcia leadt Al$neria to the Door, and returns. 
This idle vow^hanffs on her woman's fears. 
I'll hare a priest shali preach her from her faith. 
And make it sin not to renounce that tow 
Which I'd have broken. Now, what would Alooaof 

Enter Alonzq and Attendants, 
" Alon. Yoor beauteous captive, Zara, is arriv'd. 
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And with a train u if she still were wife 
To Albocacim, and the Moor had conqner'd. 

King, It is our will she should be so attended. 
Bear henee these prisoners. Garcia, whioh is he. 
Of whose mate raloar joo relate snoh wonders? 



Gar. Osmyn, who led the Moorish borse ; bat he/ 
Great sir, at her reqaest, attends on Zara. 



[Priioners led off", 
I iiorse; ^ * ' 



ti^. He is Toar prisoner : as too please dispose him . 
Gitr. I woala oblige him, bat be sbans my kindness -, 
And with a haoghty mein, and stem cirility, 
Domblj declines all offers: if he speak, 
Tis scarce above a word : as he were bom 
Alone to do, and did disdain to talk ; 
At least to talk where he mast not command. 



KtM. Saoh sallenness, and in a man so bnrn. 
Most hare some other caase than his oaptivitj. 
Did Zara, then» reqaest he might attend her? 



Gar, My lord, she did. 

King, That, join'd with his behaTioor, 
Begets a doubt. Pd hare 'em watoh'd j perhaps 
Her chains hang heavier on him than his own. 

Enter Zaba and Osmyn, in Chains; conducted by 

Perez and a Guard, attended hy Sslxm and geveral 

Mutes, 

King, What welcome and what honomnsj betoteoos 
Zaca, 
A king and conqoeror can give^ are yoors. 
A conqoeror inoeed, where yon are won $ 
Who with sach lustre strike admiring ejfes, 
Timt had our pomp been with your presence grao'd» 
Th' expecting crowd had been deceiv'd ; and seen 
The monarch enter not triampbant, bat 
In pleacinff triomph led ; your beauty's sUre. 

Zara, If I on any terms could condescend 
To like captivity, or think those honours. 
Which conquerors in courtesy bestow, 
Of equal value with unborrow'd rule. 
And native right, to arbitrary sway, 
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1 miebt be pleas'd, when I behold tbis train 
With usual homage wait. Bat when I feel 
These bonds, I look with loathing on in}r8elf ;1 
And soorn vile slayerj, thonj^h doahlj hid 
Beneath mook-praises, and dissembled state. 
King. Those bonds! Twas mj command yon shoold 
be free; 
How dorst jOQ, Perez, disobey ? 

Per. Great sir, 
Ydor order was she shonld not wait joar triumph ; 
Bat at some distance follow, thus attended. 

Kin§^. Tis false! 'twas more! I bid she should be free; 
If not in words, I bid' it bj my eyes! 
Her eyes did more than bid— Free her and hers' 
With speed ; — yet stay — my hands alone can make 
Fit restitation here. — Thus I release too. 
And by releasing you, enslare myself. 
Zara, Such fayoors, so conferred, though when un- 
sought, 
Deserye acknowledgment from noble minds. 
Such thanks, as one hating to be obliged-—* 
Yet bating more ingratitude, can pay, 
I offer. 

King. Bom to excel, and to command! 
As by transcendent beauty to attract 
All eyes, so by pre-eminence of soul 
To rule all hearts. 
Garcia, what's he, who with contracted brow,- 

IBeholdins Otmyn, as they unbind him. 
And sullen port, glooms downwards with his eyes; 
At once regardless of his chains, or liberty? 

Gar. That, sir, is be of whom I spoke; that's Onmyrr. 
King. He answers well the character yon gayer him. 
Whence comes it^ yalianl Osmyn, that a man 
So great iff arms, as thou art said to bey 
So hardly can endare captivity, 
The common chance of war? 

Osm. Because captivity 
Has robb'd me of a dear and just revenge. 
King. I understand not that* 
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Otm. I woald not bare yoa. 

Zareu That nllaot Moor in battle lost » friend* 
Whom more than life he lov'd ; and the regret 
Of no( reven^ng on hU foes that loss. 
Has cans'd this melancbolr and despair. 

King. She does excuse him: 'tis as I sospeoted. 

[To Gonsateu 

Gon* That friend may be herself: seem not to heed 
His arrogant replj^ : she looks oonoern'd. 

King. I'll hare mqoiry made : perhaps his friend 
Yet lives, and is a prisoner. His name ? 

Zarti. Heli. 

Kins. Garcia, that search shall be yonr care : 
It shall be mine to pa? devotion here ; 
At this fiur shrine to fay my laarels down. 
And raise love's altar on the' spoils of war. 
Conqnest and jUinmph now, are mine no more; 
Nor will I viotoly in camps adore: 
Piokle in fields, nnsleadily she flies, 
Bot rules with settled sway in Zara's eyes. [Exeunt. 



ACT THE SECOND. 




SCENE I. The Aisle of a Temple. 
Enter Almeria and Leonora. 

Aim. It was a fanc^'d noise, for all is iiiish'd. 

Leon. It bore the accent of a bonian voice. 

Aim. It was tbv fear, or else some transient wind 
Whistling through hollows of this vaulted aisle. 
We'll listen 

Lewi. Hark! 

Aim. No, all is hush*d, and still as death — ^'tis dread- 
ful! 
How rev'rend is the face of this tall pile. 
Whose ancient pillars rear their marble heads, 
To bear aloft its arch and pond'rous roof, 
By its own weight made stedfast and immoveable, 
Looking tranquillity. It strikes an awe 
And terror on my aching sight : the tombs 
And monumental caves of death look cold. 
And shoot a chillness to my trembling heart. 
Give me thy hand, and let me hear thy voice; 
Nay, qnickly speak to me, and let me hear 
Thy voice— my own affrights me with i\s echoes. 
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Leon. Let as retom : the horror of this place. 
And silence, will increase your melancholy. 

Aim, It may my fears, but eaonol add to that. 
Noy I will on ; show me Anselmo's tomb ; 
, JLead me o'er bones and skalJs, and mooldering earth 
Of human bodies, for I'll mix with them; 
Or wind me in the shrood of some pale corse 
Yet fi^reen in earth, rather than be toe bride 
Of Garcia's more detested bed : that thoaght 
Exerts my spirit; and my present fears 
Are lost in dread of greater ill. Then show me, 
Liead me, for I'm bolder grown : Lead on 
Where I may kneel, and pay ray tows again 
To him, to neair'n, and my Alpbonso's soal. \^Exeunt» 

SCENE II. Opens and discm)ers a Place qf Tombs; 
one Monument fronting the View, 

Enter Hej.1, 
Heli. I wander through this maze of moooraents, 
Yet cannot find him — ^hark ! sore 'tis the voice 
Of one complaining — there it sounds — ^I'U follow it. 

Enter Almsria and Lsokora. 

Leon, fiehold the sacred vault, within whose tomb 
The poor remains of good Aiiselmo rest, 
Yet fresh and unconsom'd by^ time or worms. 
^ What do I see f O heav'n ! either my eyes 
Are false, or still the marble door remains 
Undos'd; the iron ^tes, that lead to death 
Beneath, are still wide-stretch'd upon their hinge^ 
And staring on us with unfolded leaves. 

Aim, Sore 'tis the friendly yawn of death for me ; 
And that dumb mouth, significant in show 
Invites me to the bed, where I alone 
Shall rest; shows me the grave, irhere nature, weary 
And .long oppress'd with woes and bending cares, 
May lay the burden down and sink in slumbers 
Of peace eternal. My father then 
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Will o^aie hu tyniiioy; uid Garoia toa 

Will fly mj pale deformity with loatiunii^. 

My Boul, enlarged from ite vile bonds, will noonty 

And raDg« the starry orbs and milky ways 

To my Alpbonso's sodI. O joy too great ! 

O ecstasy of tboagbt! Help me, Anselmo! 

Help me, Alpbonso! take me, reach thy hand : 

To thee, to thee I call, to thee, Alphonso! 

OAlphoDso! *^ 

Enter Osmyn from the Tomb, 

Osm. Who calls that wretched thing that was Al- 
phonso ? 

Aim, Angels, and all the host of heaven, soppori me ! 

Osm, Whence is that voice, whose shrillness from the 
grave. 
And growing to his father's shrood roots ap 
Alphonso P 

Aim. Mfircyl Providence! O speak. 
Speak to it quickly, quickly ; speak to me. 
Comfort me, help me, hold me, hide me, hide me, 
Leonora, in thy bosom from the light. 
And from my eyes. 

Osm. Amazement and illusion I 
Bivet and nail me where I stand, ye pow'rs, 

. , TComrngfoneariL 

That motionless I may be still deoeivM. 
Let me not stir or breathe, lest I dissolve 
That tender, lovely form of painted air. 
So like Almeria. Ha! it sinks, it falls: 
I'll catch it ere it goes, and grasp her shade. 
'Tis life ! 'tis warm ! 'Us she! 'Us she herself! 
Nor dead, nor shade, hot breathing and alive! 
It is Almeria, 'tis, it is my wife ! 

Re-enter Heli. 
Leon. Alas, she stirs not yet, nor lifts her eyes ! 

He too is lainUng Help me, help me, stranger. 

Whoe'er thon art, and lend thy hand to raise 
These bodies. 
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BeU, Ha! 'tis be! and with Almerial 

miracle of faappineM! O joy 
Unhoped for! Vm Almeria urei 

■Osm, Where is she? 
Let me behold and touch hm*. and be rare 
'^Fis she. . 

Liook ap, Almeria, bless me with thy eyes; 
Look on thy love, Ihv lover, and thy husband. 

Alm^ I've sworn III not wed Garcia: why d*ye force 

Is this a father? 

Osm» Look on thy Alphonso. 
Tby &ther is not hei^, my love, nor earoia: 
Nor am 1 what I seem, bat thy Alphonso. 
Am I so alter'd, or art then so ohang*d. 
That seeing my disgoise, thon seest not me ? 

Aim. It IS, It is Alphonso! 'tis his face. 
His voice ; I know him now, I know him all. 
Ohi how ha8t4lioa retam'd? how hast thon oharm'd 
The wildness of the waves and rooks to this? 
That thos relenting they have riv'n thee back 
To earth, to light and life, to love and me. 

Otm. O III not ask, nor answer how, or why 
We both have backward trod the paths of fate 
To meet again in life; to know I have thee, 
Is knowing more than any cironmstanoe 
Or means by which I have thee— 
To fold thee thos, to press thy balmy lips. 
And gaze a|>on thy eyes, is so much joy, 

1 hare no leisore to reflect, or know. 
Or trifle time in thinking. 

Aim, SUy awhile 

Let me look on thee jet a little more. 

Oim, And why? what dost thon mean? why dost 
thoQ gaxe so? 

Aim* I know not, 'tis to see thy fiuM, I think — 
It is too mnch! too much to bear, and live! 
To see him thus again is snch profnsion 

Of joy, of bliss 1 oaonot bear ^I most 

Be mad-^-J cannot be transp<Aried thus I 
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Osm, ThoQ excellenoe, tboo joy, thoa beav'n of love! 

Aim. Where hast thou been ? and how art thoa-aliTe ? 
Sore from thy father's tomb thou didst arise ! 

Osm, I did; and thou, my love, didst eall me; iboa. 

Aim. True; but how cam'st thoa then? wert thoa 

Osm. I was, and lyiosT o° ^y ^i^ther's lead, [alone? 
When broken echoes or a distant voice 
Disturbed the sacred silence of the rault. 
In mnrmnrs round my head. I rose and listened. 
And tboofht I heard thy spirit call Alphonso; 
1 thouffhtl saw thee too ; but 0, 1 thought not 
That 1 indeed should be so blest to see Ot o e 

Aim, But still how cam'st thou hither? how thos? — 
Ha! 
What's he who, like thyseK, is started here 

Osm. Where? Ha! what do I see? Antonio! 
I'm fortunate indeed my friend too, safe ! 

Helu Most happily, in miding you thus bless'd. 

Aim. More miracles! Antonio too escap'd ! 

Osm. And twice escap'd, both from the rage of seas 
And war ; for in the fignt I saw him fall. 

Hell. But fell unhurt, a pris'ner as yourself, 
And OS yourself made free: hither I came 
Impatiently to seek yon, where 1 knew 
Your grief would lead you to lament Anselmo. 

Osm. What means the bounty of all-gracioos heav'n. 
That persevering still, with open hand 
It scatters good, as in a waste of mercy ? 
Where willtbis end? But heav'n is infinite 
111 all, and can continue to bestow, 
Wfa«n scanty number shall be spent in telling. 

Leon. Or I'm deeeiv'd, or 1 beheld the glimpse 
Of two in shinin§[ habits, cross the aisle ; 
Who, by their pointing, seem*d to mark this place. 

Aim, Sore I have dreamt, if we most part so soon. 

Osm, 1 wish at least our parting were a dream, 
Or we could sleep till we a^n were met 

Heli. Zara with Selim, sir; 1 saw and know 'em : 
You must be quick, foi* love will lend her wings. 
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Aim. What love? who is she? why are joa alarm'd? 

Osm. Siie'n the reverse of tfaee^ nbe's mj aohappineft. 
Harbour no thoag^lit that may disturb thy peace; 
I'll think bow we may meet 
To part no more : roy friend will tell thee all; 
How I escaped, how I am here, and thus ; 
How I'm not cali'd Alpfaonso now, bat Oamyn, 
And be Heli. AH, all he will unfold, 
Bre next we meet— ^ 

Aim, Sure we shall meet again 

Osm, We shall ; we part not but to meet again. 
Gladness and warmth of ever-kindling love 
Dwell with thee, and revive thy heart in absenee. 

[Exeunt Almeria, Leonora, and Hdi. 
Yet I behold her — ^yet — and now no more. 
Tarn your lights inward, eyes, and view my thought* 
So shall yoo still behold her. 

Enter Zara and Sblxm. 

2ara.'See where he stands, foMed and fix'd to earth. 
Stiffening in thought,' a statue among statues! 
Why, cruel Osmyu, dost thou fly me thus? 
Am I more loathsome to thee than the grave. 
That thou dost seek to shield thee there, and shnn 
My love? But to the grave Til follow thee— 
He looks not, minds not, brars not : barbarous man, 
Am 1 neglected thus? am I despis'd ? ^ 
Not heara ! ungrateful Osmyn ! 

Otm. Ha! 'tisZara! 

Zara. Yes, traitor! Zara, lost, abandoned Zara, 
Is a regardless suppliant now to Osmyn. 
The slave, the vrretoh that she redeemed from death. 
Disdains to listen now, or look on Skra. 

Osm. Far be the guilt of snoh reproaches from me; 
Lost in myself, and blinded by my thoughta, 
I saw yon not till now. 

Zara. Now then you see me— 
But with such dumb and tliankless eyes vou look. 
Better I was unseen than seen thus ooldfy. [mourn, 

Otm. What wonld -yon from a wretch who came to 
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And only for bis sorrows ohose this soUtade? 
Look roand, joj is not heroj nor cbeerfalness. 
You have porso'd misfortone to its dwelling, 
Yet look for gaietT and gladness there. . 

Zara. Inhuman ! Why, why dost thou raek me thos. 
And with penrerseness, from the purpose^ answer? 
What is't to me, this house of misery? 
What joy do I require f If Ihoo dost mourn, 
I oome to mourn with thee ; to share thy griefs, 
And give thee for 'em, in exchange, my lore. 

Osm. O that's the greatest grief— I am so poor, 
I have not wherewitmil to give again. 

Zara. Thou hast a heart, though 'tis a savage one; 
Give it me as it is; 1 ask no more 
For all Tve done, and all I have endnr'd: 
For saving thee, when I beheld thee first. 
Driven by the tide upon mv country's coast. 
Pale and expiring, drench'd in briny waves. 
Thou and thy friend, till my compassion found thee : 
Compassion! scarce will own thatiname, so soon. 
So quickly was it love, for thou wert godlike 
Ev'n then. Kneeling on earth, I loosed my hair. 
And with it dried those wat'ry cheeks, then ohaf 'd 
Thy temples, till reviving blood arose. 
And like the morn vermuion'd o'er thy face. 
O heav'n! how did my heart rejoice and ache. 



When 1 beheld the dav-break of thy eyes. 
And fell the balm of thy respiring ups' 
O, why do I relate what 1 have done? 



What did I not? was't not for yon this war 
Oommenc'd ? Not knowing who you were, nor why 
You hated Manuel, I urg'd my husband 
To this invasion, where he late was lost. 
Where all is lost, and I am made a slave. 
Iiook on me now, from empire iall'n to slavery ; 
Think on my suff'rinn first, then look on me; 
Think on the cause of all, then view thyself: 
Reflect on Osmyn, and then look on Zara, 
The falPn, the lost, and now the captive Zara; 
And now abandon'd— say^ what then is Osmyn! 
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Osni. A iktal wretch-—* hage stopendovs rain. 
That, tomblin^ on its prop, crash'dall beoeath. 
And bore oontiguoos palaces to earth. 

Zara, Yet thas.tbwfairn, tbaaleTeli'd with the Tilesl, 
If I have gain'd thy love, 't» glorious ruin ; 
Rain ! 'tis still to reign, and to be more 
A qoeen ; for w.bat are riches, empire, pow'r, 
But larger means to gratify the will ? 
The steps on which we tread, to rise and reach 
Our wish ; and that obtain'd, down with the scaffolding 
Of soeptres, crowns, and thrones ; thej hare serr'd their 

end. 
And are, like lomber, to be left and soorn'd. 

Otm. Whj was I made the instrument, to throw 
In bonds the frame of this exalted mind? 

Zara. We maj be free, the coitoueror is mine ! ^ 
In chains, unseen, I hold him by the heart. 
And can unwind and strain him as I please. 
Give me thy love, I'll give thee liberty. 

Otm, In vain you offer, and in vain require 
What neither can bestow. Set free yourself. 
And leave a slave the wretch that would be so. 

Zara. Thou canst not mean so poorly as thou talk*st 

Otm, Alas yon know me not. 

Zara, Not who thou art: 
But what this last ingratitude declares, 
This grov'ling baseness—Thou sa/st true, I know 
Thee not, for what thou art yet wants a name : 
But something so unworthy and so vile. 
That to have lov'd thee makes me yet more lost. 
Than all the malice of my other fate. 
Traitor, monster, cold and perfidious slave! 
A slave, not daring to be free I nor dares 
To love above him. for 'tis dangerous : 
There, there^s the dreadful sound, the kio^s thy rival ! 

Sd. Madam, the king is here, and entering now. 

Zara. As I could wish; by heav'n FH be reveng'd. 

Etaer the Kino, Perez, and Attendant$. 
King* Why does the fcirest of her kind withdraw 



26 THE MOURNING BRtDE. ACT 2. 

Her shining from the day, to gild this scsene 
or death and night? Ha! what disorder's- this? 
Somewhat I heard of king and riTal mention'd. 
What's he that dares be riyal to the king, 
Or lift his ejes to like where I adore? 

Zar€^ There, lie, jonr prisoner, and that was my slave. 

King. How! better than my hopes ! does she aoense 
him ? lAside, 

Zara, Am I become soJow by my captivity. 
And do your arras so lessen what they conquer. 
That Zara most be made the sport of slaves? 
And shall the wretch, whom yester sun beheld 
Waiting ray nod, the creatare of my pow'r, 
Presume to-day to plead andacions love, 
And bnild bold hopes on my dejected fate? 

Sing, Better for him to tempt the rage of heav'n, 
And wrench the bolt, red-hissing from the hand 
Of him that thunders, than but think that insolence. 
Tis daring for a god. Hence to the wheel - , 

With that Ixion, who aspires to hold 
Divinity embrao'd ; to whips and prisons 
Drag him with speed, and rid me of his face. 

[Guards seixe Osmyn. 

Zara. Compassion led me to bemoan his state. 
Whose former faith had merited much more : 
And through my hopes in you, I undertook 
He should DC set at large: thence sprung his insolence ; 
And what was charity he constm'd love. 

King. Enough ; his punishment be what you please. 
But let me leaa yon from this place of sorrow, 
To one where young delights attend ; 
Where ev*ry hour snail roll in circling joys. 
And love shall wing the tedious-wasting wj. 
Life without love is load, and time stands still: 
What we refuse to him, to death we give ; 
And then, then only, when we love, we live. [ExeunU 



ACT THE THIRD. 




SCENE 1. A Prism. 
OsMTN discovered dUmey with a Paper, 
Osm. Bat now, and I was clos'd within the tomb 
That holds my father's ashes ; and but now, 
Where he was pris*ner, I am too imprison'd. 
Sare 'tis the hand of heav*n that leads me thus. 
And for some purpose points oat these remembrances. 
In a dark comer of my cell I found 
This paper : what it is this light will show. 

rfteadjj If my Alphtmso -Ha ! 

If my Alphonso Uve, restore him, heav'n ! 
Give me more weight, crush my declining years 
With boUst with chainSf impri$onmenty ana want; 
But bless my son! visit not him for me! 
(It is his hand! this wais bis prayer; — yet more): ■ 
IM Wry havTf which sorrow by the roots 
Tears from my hoary and devoted head. 
Be doubled in thy mercies to my son ! 
Not for myse^, but him, hear mefaU-gr» 
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lis wanting what shoald follow !—Heair'n shoald fol- 
low, 
Bat 'tis torn off! Wh^r shoald that word alone 
Be torn from this petition ? Twas to heav'n» 
But iieav'n wa« deaf; hear'n heard him not: but thas* 
Thus as the name of heav'n from this is torn. 
So did it tear the ears of mercy from 
His Toice, shotting the gates of prajV against him ! 
If piety be thus debarred access 
On high, and of rood men the Terr best 
Is singled oot to bleed, and bear the scoarge. 
What is reward? or what is punishment? 
Bat who shall dare to tax eternal Justice? 
Yet I may think — ^I may, I must: for tfaoagfat 
Precedes the will to think, and error lives 
£re reason can be born. . , 

What noise ! Who's there ? My friend ! how cam'st thon 
hither? 

Enter Heli. 

Helu The time's too preoioas to be spent in telling. 
The captain, infloenc'd by Almeria's pow'r, 
Grave order to the guards for my admittance. 

Osm, How does Almeria? Bat I know she is 
As I an. Tell me, may I hope to see her ? 

HeU, Yoa may : anon, at midnight, when the king 
Isgone to rest, and Garcia is retir'd 

iWho takes the privilege to visit late, 
*resuminff on a bridegroom's right), she'll come. 
Osm. She'll oome ! 'tis what I wish, yet what I fear. 
She'll come; bat whither, and to whom? O, heav'iil 
To a vile prison, and a captive wretch : 
To one, whom had she never known, sne had 
Been happy. Why, why was that heav'niy oreatare 
Abandoned o'er to love what beav'n forsakes? 
Why does she follow, with unwearied steps. 
One who has tir'd misfortune with porsning? 

Heli. Have hopes, and hear the voice of better fiile. 
I ve leam'd there are disorders ripe for mutiny 
UH.?"? w® troops, who thought to share the plonder, 
W hioh flannel to his own ase and ftvarioe 
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Conyerta. The news Jbu reaek'd Yalenoia't fronlien ; 
Wliere maDj of your lobjeete, long oppma'd 
With tjmutj and gnevovu imporilioiif, 
I rirn in amuy and call fi>r ehiefir to head 



Are I 

And lend them to' renin their rirhU and liberty. 

Osm, By heav'n, Uioo'tt rooa'd me from my lethargy. 
The epirit, which was deaf to mv own wronrSy 
And the load cries of my dead miher's blood j 
O, my Antonio, 1 am all on fire ; 
My aonl is np in arms, leady to oharge 
And bear amidst the foe with oonon'nng troops. 
I hear 'em call to lead 'em on to liberty, 
To victory ; their ahonts and clamoors rend 
Mr ears, and reach the heav'ns! Where is the king? 
Where is Alphonso? Ha! where, where indeed? 
Of I conld tear and burst the strings of life. 
To break these ehains! Off! off! ye stains of royalty ! 
Off, slavery 1 O onrse ! that I alone 
Can beat mid flutter in my Mge, when I 
Would soar, and stoop at victory beneath f 

BelL Zuru, the cause of your reatraint, may be 
The meana of libert^r raator'd. That gain'd, 
Occaaion will not fiul to point out waya 
For Toor escape: mean time, I've thought already 
With speed and safety to convey myself, - 
Where not &r off some malcontents hold council 
Nightly, who hate this tyrant: some, who love 
Ansdmo's memory, and will, for certain, 
When they shall know you live, assist your cause. 

Otm. My friend and counsellor, as thou thiok'st fit. 
So do. I will with patience wait my fortnne. 

Hdi. When Zara comes, abate of yonr aversion. 

Omi. 1 hate her not, nor can dissemble love : 
But as I may, I'll do. Farewell, 
My friend, the good thou dost deserve attend thee ! 

lExit Heli. 
Fve been to blame, and question'd with impiety 
The care of heav'n. Not so my fiither bore 
More anxious griet This should have better taught me ; 
This his last legacy to me; which here 
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I'lJ trauare as more worth thaa diftdenu. 
Or all extended rale of regal pow'r. 

Enter Zara, veiled. 
What brij^htnesA breaks open me thas throagh shades, 
Aod promises a daj to this dark dwelliog? 
Is it my love? — 

2ara. O that thy heart had Unght ILiJHng her VeU. 
Thy tongue that saying ! 

Osm. Zara! I am betray 'd by my sorprise! lAside. 

Zara. What, does my face displease thee? 
That haying seen it thon dost torn thy eyes 
Away, as from deformity and horror! 
If so, this sable curtain shall again 
Be drawn, and I will stand before thee, seeing 
And nnseen. Is it my loveP Ask again 
That question ; speak a^iu in that soft voioe { 
And look again with wishes in thy eyes. 
O, no, thou oanst not; for thou seest me now. 
As she whose sayage breast hatb been the cause 
Of these thy wroo|p ; as she whos? barb'rous rage 
Has loaded thee with chains and galling irons : 

Osm, You wrong me, beauteous Zara, to believe 
I bear m^ fortunes with so low a mind. 
But destiny and inauspicious stars 
Have cast me down to this low being: or 
Granting you had, from ^on I have deserved it. 

Zara* Canst thou forgive me then ? wilt thou believe 
So kindly of my fault, to oall it madness? 
O, give tliat madness yet a milder name,- . 
And call it passion ; then be still more kind. 
And oall that passion love ! 

0«m..6iveit a 



Or being as you please, soofa I will think it. 

Zara, O, thou dost wound me more with this tliy 
goodness, 
Than e'er thon couldst wUh bitterest reproaehea; 
Thy anger oonld not pierce thus to my heart. 

Osm. Yet I could wish 

Zara. Haste me to know it: what? 
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Osm. That at this time 1 bad not been thia thinr. 

Zara. What thing? 

Osm. This slave. 

Zara, 0» heay'a ; my fears interpret 
This thy sileAoe; somewhat of high oonoeniy 
Long fashioninjf within thy laboring mind. 
And now just npe for Birth, my rage has rain'd. 
Have I done this? Tel) me, am I so ears'd ? 

Osm. Time ma;|r have still one fated hour to eome. 
Which, wing'd with liberty, might overtake 
Occasion past 

Zara. Swift as occasion, I 
Myself will fly ; and earlier than the morn 
Wake thee to freedom. 

Osm. 1 have not merited this grace ; 
Nor, shonld my secret purpose Uke efleet, 
Can I repav* *• joo squire, socb benefits. 

Zara. Thon canst not owe me more, nor have I more 
To fldve than I've already lost. But now. 
So does the form of our eogagemeots rest, 
Thon hast the wrong till 1 redeem tliee hence; 
That- done, I leave thy justice to return 
My love. Adien ! [Exit, 

Osm. This woman has a soul 
Of godlike mould, intrepid and commanding. 
And challenges, in spite of me, my best 
Esteem. 

But she has passions which outstrip the wind, 
And tear her virtues up, as tempests root 
The sea. I fear, when she shall know the truth. 
Some swift and dire event of her blind rage 
Will make all &Ul. But behold she comes. 
For whom I fear, to shield me from m v fisars. 
The cause and comfort of my boding neart. 

Enter Almbria. 
Mj life, my health, my liberty, ray all ! 
How shall 1 welcome thee to this sad place? 
How speak to thee the words of joy and transport? 
How run into thy arms withheld by fetters ? 



32 THE MOURNING BRIDE. ACT S* 

Or Uke thee into mine, while I'm tbos maoacled 
And pinionM like a thief or murderer? 
ShaU I not hurt or bruise thy tender body, 
And stain thy bosom with the rust of these 
Rude irona? Must I meet thee thus, Almeria ? 

Aim, Thus, thus; we parted, that to meet again. 
Thou told'st roe thou wouldst think how we might meet 
To part no more— -«Now we will part no more ; 
For these thy chains, or death, shaii join as e^er. 

Osm. Oh! O 

Aim. Give me that sigh. 
Why dost thon heave, and stifle in thy gneU? 
Thy heart will burst, thy eyes look red and start; 
Give thy soul way, and tell me thy dark thought. 

Otm, For this world's role, I would not wound thy 
breast 
With such a dageer as then stmok my heart. 

Aim. Why? why? To know it, cannot woaiid me 
more. 
Than knowing thou hast felt it. Tell it me— 
Thon giv'st me pain with too much tendemesa. 

Oam» And thy excessive love distracts my sense. 
O, wouldst thon be less killinf^, soft, or kind, 
jGrief could not double thus his darts against me. 

Aim. Thou dost me wrong, and gfief too robs my heart. 
If there he shoot not evVy other shaft : 
Thy- second self should feel each other wound, 
And woe should be in equal portions dealt 
I am thy wife-^ 

Oim, O, thou hast search 'd too deep! 
There, there I bleed ; there pull the cruel corda. 
That strain my cracking nerves ; engines and wheels. 
That piecemeal ffrind, are beds of down and balm 
To that soul-raokinff thought. 

Aim. Then I am cnrs'd 
Indeed, if that be so ; if I'm thy torment. 
Kill me, then kill me, dash me with thy chains. 
Tread on me : 
Am I, am I of all thv woes the worst? 

Of m. My all of blisi, my everlasting lUb, 
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Sool of mj ■ool. Mid end of all mj wiafcet. 
Why dost tboa thus obiimui bm with thy words. 
And melt me down to mingle with thy weepin|(t? 
Why dost thou ask ? Why dost thoa ufic thnspieroinjcly ? 
Thy sorrows have distarb'd thj peace of mind^ 
And thoa dost speak of miseries impossible. 
Aim. INdst not thou say that racks and wheels were 



And beds of ease, to thinking me thy wife ? 

Osm, No, no : nor shoold the sobtJest pains that hell, 

Or hdl-borp malice can ioyent, extorf 

A wish or tbooght from me to have thee other. 

Bat wilt thoa know what harrows up my heart? 

Thou art my wife — ^nay, thoo art yet my bride ! 

Tlie sacred union of connofaial love 

Yet anaooomplish*d. 

Is this dark cell a temple for that god ? ^ 

Or this vile earth an altar for such offerings? 

lliis den for slaves, this dungeon damp'd with woes ; 
Is this to call tliee minei* O bold, iof heart 1 

To call thee mine! Yes; thus, e'en thus to call 
Thee mine, were comfort, joy, extremest ecstasy. 
Bat, O, thou art not mine, not e'en in misery; 
And 'tis den^d to me to be so bless'd. 
As to be wretched with thee. 

illm. No, not that 
Th' extremest malice of oor (ate can hinder : 
That still is left us, aad on that we'll feed. 
As on the leavings of calamity. 
There we will feast and smile on past distress. 
And hug, in scorn of it, our mntual ruin. 

0am. O, thoo dost talk, my love, as one rosolv'd. 
Because not knowing danger. But look forward ; 
Think of to-morrow, when thou ^alt be torn 
From these weak, struggling, nnextended arms : 
Think how my heart mil heave, and eyes will strain. 
To grasp and reach what is deny'd my hands : 
Think how I am, when thou sbalt wed with Garcia! 
Then will I smear these walls with blood, disfigure 
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And dash mv fiice, and rive my dotted bair, 
Break on this flinty floor mj throbbing breast. 
And ffrovel with gash'd hands to scratch a grave. 
And Dory me alive. 

Aim. Heart-breakincr horror ! 

Osm. Then Garcia shall He panting on thy bosom, 
Lnxarioas, revelling amidst thy charms; 
Hell ! hell ! have I not cause to rage and rave? 
What are all racks, and vpheels, and whips to this? 
O my Almeria! 

What do the damn'd endnre, bat to despair. 
Bat knowing heav'n, to know it lost for ever? 

Alm» O I am stnick, thy words are bolts of ice. 
Which shot into my breast now melt and chill me. 

Enter Zara, Perez, and Selim. 

Zara. Somewhat of weight to me reqoires his free- 
Dare yoQ* dispute the king's command? Behold [dom. 
The royal signet. [Aside to Perez. 

Per, I obey; yet beg 
Yoor majesty one moment to defer 
Yoar ent'ring, till the princess is relam'd 
From visiting the noble prisoner. [Aside to Zara. 

Zara, Haf 
What sav'st thon ? [Aside to Perez. 

Osm, We are lost! andone, discovered ! 
Speak of compassion, let her hear yoa speak 
Of interceding for me with the king ; 
Say something quickly to conceal oar loves, 
If possible [Aside to Almeria, 

Aim, I cannot speak. [Aside to Osmyn, 

Osm. Let me 
Gondoot TOO forth, as not peroeivinr her^ 
Bat till soe's gone ^ then bless me tfias again. 

[Aside to Almeria, 

Zara. Trembling and weeping as he leads her forth* 
Confusion in his face, and g^ef in hers ! 
Tis plain I've been abas'd — 
Perdition catch 'eto both, and rain part 'era. [Aside, 
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Otm. Thig charity to one onknowD, and tbos 

TAloud to Almeria, atskeii going, 
DiatreM'd, heav'n will repay : all thanks an poor. 

[Exit Almeria. 

Zara. Damn'd, damn*d diisembler ! Yet I will be calm. 
Choke in my rag«f and know the ntmoat depth 
Of thig deceiirer [ilside]— You geem nraoh garprig'd. 

Otm. At year retnrn go goon and onexpeetea ! 

Zara. And go onwigh'd, nnwanted too it geenu. 
Confogion! Yet I will contain mygelf. 
You're grown a favonrite ginoe last we parted: 
Perhaps Tm gancy and intmding 

Otm, Madam! 

Zara. I did not know the prinoegg' fiivoarite: 

Yoar pardon, sir migtake me not; yon think 

I'm angry ; yoo*re deoeiv'd, I came to get 
You free; but ghall return much better pleag'd. 
To find yon have an interest guperior. 

Onrn. You do not come to mook my miserieg? 

Zara. I do. 

Otm. I could at thig time gpare your mirth. 

Zara. I know thou couldst ; but Vm not <^n piras'd, 
And will indulge it now. What miseries? 
Who would not be thus happily confin'd 
To be the care of weeping majesty ? 
To have contending queens, at dead of night. 
Forsake their down, to wake with walVy eyes. 
And watch like tapers o'er your hour of rest 
O curse! I cannot hold 

Osm. Come, 'tis too much. 

Zara. Villain! 

Osm, How, madam? 

Zara, Thou shalt die. 

Osm. I thank you. 

Zara, Thou liest, for now 1 know for whom thou'dst 
live. 

Osm. Then you may know for whom I'd die. 

Zara. Hell! hell! 
Yet rU be calm— Dark and unknown betrayer! 
But now the dawn begins, and the slow hand 
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Of fate is stretoh^d to draw tibe Teil, and leave 
TJiee bare, the naked mark of jjNiblio view. 

Osm, Yoa may be still deceiT'd ; *tis in my power, 
Chained as I am, to fly from all my wrongs. 
And free myself at onoe from misery. 
And yoo oi me. 

Zara. Ha ! say'sl Ihoo— Bat 1*11 prevent it. 
Wlio waits there? As you will answer it, look this slave 

[TotheGueBTd. 
Attempt no means to make himself away. 
IVe been deoeiv'd. .The pnblic safety now 
Reqoires he should be more oonfio'd, and none. 
No, not the princess, saffer'd or to see. 
Or speak with him : VW qnil yon to the king. 
Vile and in^te ! too late thoa shalt repent 
The base iniostice thou hast done ray love ; 
Yes, tlion snalt know, spite of thy past distress. 
And all those ills which thou so long bast monrn'd, *) 
HeaVn has no rage like love to haired turned, > 

Nor hell a fury like a woman scorn'd. j 

[Exeunt. 



ACT tHB FOURTH. 




SCENE f . A Room of State. 
Enter Zaba and Sblim. 

Zara. Thoo hast already raok'd me with th j staj ; 
Therefore require me not to ask thee twice: 
ReplT at once to all. What is conciaded P 

Sei.^ YooT'aceosation hig^y has inoens'd 
The king, and were alone enoog^h to orge 
The fate of Otmyn ; hot to that, fresh newt 
Has since arriW, of more rerolted troops. 
Tis certain Heli too is fled, and with him 
(Wliich breeds amazement and dutraction) some 
Who bore high offices of weight and trust, 
fioth in the state and army. This confirms 
The kingin foil belief of all yon told him 
Concerning. Osmvn, and his correspondence 
With them who first began the mutiny. 
Wherefore a warrant for his death is sign'd ; 
And order gi?en for public exeeutioB* 
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Zara, Ha! haste thee! fly, prereiit his fate and mine; 
Find oat the king^, tell him I have of weight 
More than his crown t' impart, ere Osmyn die. 

SeU It needs not, for the king will straight be here. 
And as to your revenge, not his own int'rest. 
Pretend to sacrifice the life of Osrajrn. 

Zaara, What shall I sa^? InTent, contrive, advise 
Somewhat to blmd the king, and save bis life 
In whom 1 live. Devise the means to shun it. 
Quick; or, by beav'n, this dag^r drinks thy blood. 

Set, My life is yoars, nor wish I to preserve it. 
But to serve joa. I have already thought. 

Zara, Forgive mjr rage ; I know thy love and tmth. 
But say, wbat-s to be done? or when, or how. 
Shall I prevent or stop the approaching danger^ 

SeL Yoo most still seem most resolate and fix'd 
On Osmyn's death; top qaick a change of mercy 
Might breed sospidou of the caose. Advise 
That execution may be done in private. 

Zara. On what pretence? 

Set. Yonr own reqoest's enoagh. 
However, for a colour, tell him' yon 
Have cause to fear his guards may be oorrapted, 
And some of them bought off to Osmya's interest, 
Who, at the place of execution, will 
Attempt to force bis way for an escape; 
The state of things will copntenanoe all suspicions. 
Then offer to the king to have him strangled 
In secret by yonr mutes : and get an orcfer. 
That none but mutes may have admittance to him. 
1 can no more, the king is here. Obtain 
This grant--«nd I'll acquaint you with the rest [Exit, 

Enter Kino, Gonsalez, cead Perez. 

Kvng, Bear to the dungeon those rebellious slaves: 
But for their leaders, Sancho and Ramirez, 
Liet 'em be led away to present death. 
Perez, see it performed. 

GoA. Might I preyamey 
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Their execatioo bettor were deferred. 

Till Osmjrn die. Mean time we may learn more 

Of this oonspiraoj. 
King. Then be it so. 

Staj, soldier; they shall saffer with the Moor. 

Are neoe return'd of those that followed Heli ? 

Gon. None, sir. Some papers hare been sinoe dis- 
covered 

In Roderigo's hoose, who fled with him. 

Which seem to intimate, as if Alphonso 

Were still alive, and arming in \^ienofai: 
Which wears indeed this colour of a truth, 

Thej who have fled have that wav bent their ooarse. 

Of the same nature divers notes nav# been 
Dispersed t' amuse the people ; whereapon 
Some ready of belief, have rais'd this rumonr : 
That being sav -d upon the coast of Afirie, 
He there disclos'd himself to Albncaaim, 
And by a secret compact made with him. 
Opened and urg^d the way to this in vasion ; 
While he himself, retoming to Valencia 
In private, undertoolc to raise this tumult. 

Zara, Ha! hearest thoa that? U Osmyn then Al- 
phonso ? 
O certain death for him, as sure despair 
For me, if it be known — ^If not, what hope 
Have I? Yet 'twere the lowest baseness, noi 



To vield him up — ^No, I will still conceal him, 

Andi try the force of yet more obli^tions. {^Atide, 

Gon, 'TIS not impossible. Yet it may be 
That some impostor has usurp'd his name. 
Your beauteous captive^ Zara, can inform 
If such an one, so ^sca(>ing, was received 
At any time in Albucazim's court. 

Kine. Pardon, fair excellence, this long neglect : 
An unuireseen, unwelcome hour of business, . 
Has thrust between us and our while of love; 
But wearine now apace with ebbing sand. 
Will qaickly waste and give again the day. 
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Zara, Yoo're too secare : the danger in more ifflmi- 
neot 
Thau yoor high oonrage laffers yoa to tee: 
While Osm^n IWes, joo are not iafe. 

King, His doom 
Is paard : if -you revoke it not, he diet. 

Zar^ Tib well. By what I heard opon your entnuiee, 
1 find I can anfold what yet ooncems 
Yoo more. One who did call himself Alphonso 
Was cast upon my coast, as is reported. 
And oft had private conference with the king ; 
To what effect I knew not then : bnt he, 
Alphonio, secretly departed, just 
About the time oifr arms erabark'd for Spain. 
What I know more is, that a triple league 
Of strictest friendship was |>rofi5st between 
Alphonso, Heli, and the traitor Osmyn. 

Atfi^. Public report is ratified in this. 

Zara, And Osmyn's death required of strong neces- 
sity. 

King. Give order straight that all the prisoners die. 

Zara» Forbear a moment, somewhat more I have 
Worthy yonr private ear, and this voai^miiiister. 

King. Let all, except Gonsaiez, leave the room. 



[Exeunt Perez, fc. 
u>e tts'd n 



Zara. I am your captive, and you>e ns'd me nobly; 
And in retarn of that, though otherwise 
Yoor enemy, 

I think it fit to toll yoo, that your guards 
Are tainted: some among 'em have resolv'd 
To rescue Osmyn at the place of death. 

JCtng. Is treason then so near us as our guards ? 

Zara. Most certain; though my knowledge is not 
yet 
So ripe, to point at the particular men. 

King. WW's to be done? 

Zara. That too I will advise. 
I have remaimnr in my train some mutes, 
A present onoe trom the sultana queen. 
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In the gruid rignior^ oonrt. TbMa from their infiuiej 
Are praotis'd in the trade of death ; and shall 
( At there the oestom in) in private strangle 
Osmyii. 

Gon. My lord, the queen advises well. 

King, What oiPring, or what reeoai^ense renains 
In me, that oan be worthy so great servioesf 
To oast beneath yoor feet the orown yoo've aav'd, 
Thoogh on the head that wears it, were too little. 

Zara, Of that hereafter ; hot, mean time, 'tis it 
Yon give strict oharge that none may be admitted 
To see the pris'ner, bnt sooh nrates as I 
Shall send. 

King, Who waits there ? 

Enter Pxbez. 
On yonr life take heed, 
That only Zara's mates, or snch who bring 
Her warrant, have admittanoe to the Moor. 

Zoro. They, and no other, not the prinoem* self. 

Per. Yonr majesty shall be obey'd. 

King, Retife. [£«* Percf . 

Gen, That interdiction so particular, 
Prononnc*d with vehemence against the princess, 
Should have mora meaning than appears baraiao'd. 
The king is blinded by his love, and heeds 
It not [iUi<ie}^Yonr majesty sore might have spar'd 
The last restraint; yon hardly can suspect 
The princess is confederate with the Moor. 

Zara, I've heard, her charity did once extend 
So far, to visit him, at his request. 

Gon. Ha! 

King, How? ShevisitOsmynl What, my daughter? 

SeL Madam, take heed; or jou have ruin'd all. 

[iliide to Zora, 

Zqra, And after did solicit yon on his 
Befllf 

King. Never. Yon have been misinform'd. 

Zara, Indeed! Then 'twas a whisper spread by some, 
Who wish'd it so; a common art in courts. 
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I will retire, and initaiiUj prepare 
Instrootiom for my mtiiisten of death. 

lExeunt Zara and Selim. 

Gan, There's somewhat yet of mystery io this : 
Her words and actions are obscure and double. 
Sometimes concur and sometimes disagree : 
I like it not. 

King, What dost thou think, Gonsales; 
Are we not much indebted to this fair' one i 

Gmu I am a little slow of credit, sir. 
In the sincerity of women's actions. 
Methinks this lady's hatred to the Moor 
Disquiets her too much ; which makes it seem 
As if she'd rather that she did not hale him. 
1 wish her mutes are meant to b^ employ'd 
As she pretends — ^I dbubt it now — Your guards 
Corrupted! how? by whom? who told ter so? 
I'th' evening Osmyu was to die ; at midnight 
She begged the royal si^et tarelease him ; 
Fth' morning he must (fie again ; ere noon 
Her mutes alone must strangle him, or he'll 
Escape. This put together suits not well. 

King, Yet tnat there's truth in what she has dis- 
cover'd. 
Is manifest from every circumstance. 
This tumult, and the lords who fled with Heli, 
Are confirmation — that Alphonso lives, 
Agrees expressly too with her report. 

Gon, I grant it, sir; and doubt not, but in rage 
Of jealousy, she has discover'd what 
She now repents. - It may be I'm deceiv'd : 
But why that needless caution of the princess? 
What if she had seen Osmyn? though 'twere strange; 
But if she had, what was't to her? unless 
She fear'd her stronger charms might cause the Moor's 
Affection to revolt. 

Kif^. I thank thee, friend ; 
There^ reason in thy doubt, and I am warm'd. 
But think'st thou that my daughter saw this Moor.^ 

Gon: if Osmyn be« as Zara has related. 
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AlphoBSo'B liieiid, 'lis not impOMible 

But siie night wish on fais aoooimt to aeo Ida. 

King. Saj'st thoa? Bj hmven thou bast roas'd • 
thooght. 
That like a sudden earthquake shdces nj firame. 
Confonon ! then my daughter's an aooomplioe, 
And ploU in priTate with this hellish Moor. 

G<m. That were too hard a thought— but see she 

Twere not amiss to question her a litUe, 
And try, howe'er, if Pre diTin'd arighL 
If what I fear be true, she'll be ooneen'd 
For Osrayn'ft death, as he's Alphonso's friend : 
Urge, thsity to try if she'll solioit for him. 

Enter Almeria and Leonoba. 
King, Your ooming has prevented me, AIoMria; 
I had determin'd to hare sent for you. 
liei your attendant be dismissed; 1 have 



[Leonora retiret. 
doi 



To talk with tou. Come near; why dost thou shake? 
What mean those swoln and led-fleok'd eyes, that look 
As they^ had wept in blood, and worn the night 
In waking anguish ? Why this, on the day 
Whioh was design'd to celebrate thy, nuptials; 
But that the beams of Ught are to be stain'd 
With reeking gore from traitors on the raok? 
Wherefore I have deferr'd the marriage-ritesy 
Nor shall the i^ilt? horrors of this day 
Prophane that jubilee. 

Aim. All days to me 
Henoefwth are equal : this the day of death. 
To-morrow, and the next : and each that follows. 
Will undisliagoish'd roll, and but prolong 
One haled line of more extended woe. 

King. Whence is thy grief? Give me to know the 



And look thou answer me with truth : for know 
I am not unacquainted wilb thy falsebood. 
Why art thou mute? base and degenerate maid I 



44 THE MOURNING BRIDE. ACT 4. 

Gon, Dear madttii, npuk; br yon*!! inoense the kin^. 

Aim. What b't to speak? or wherefore sboold I 
speak? 
What mean these tears, bot grief nnntterable? 

King, They are the dumb eonfessioiis of thj nind : 
Tbej mean thy goilt ; and say thon wert oenlbd'rate 
With damn'd conspirators to take my life. 
O impioas parricide ! now ean'st thon speak ? 

Aim, O earth, behold I kneel npon thy boiom. 
And bend my flowing eyes, to stream opon 
Thy face, imploring thee that thon wilt yield ; 
Open thy bowels of compassion, take 
Into thy womb the last and most forlorn 
Of all thy race. Hear me, thon common parent! 
— I have no parent else — ^be thon a mother. 
And step between me and the corse of him, 
Who was— who was — but is no more a father, 
But brands my innocence with horrid crimes. 
And for the tender names of child and daughter. 
Now calls me murderer and parricide. 

King, Rise, I command thee — and, if thou wonldst 
Acquit thyself of those detested names. 
Swear thon hast never seen that foreign dog. 
Now doom'd to die, that most accorsM Osmyn. 

Aim, Never, but as with innocence I might. 
And free of all bad purposes : so heav'n's 
My witness. 

Kin^, Vile equivocating wretoh ! 
With innocence! O patience! hear--she owns it! 



Confesses it! By heav'n. Til have him racked. 
Torn, mangrd, fla/d, impal'd— all pains and tortures 
That wit of man and dire revenge can think, 
Shall he, accumulated, nnder>bcMir. 

Aim. O, I am lost— there late begins to wound. 

King, Hear me; then, if thou canst, reply: know, 
traitress, 
I'm not to learn that curs'd Alphouso lives : 
Nor am I ignorant what Osmyn is 

Aim, Then all is ended, and we both must die. 
Since thoo'rt reveal*d, alone thou shalt not die: 
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And jet alone would I bave died, Imat'o knows. 
Repeated deaths, rather than have reveal'd thee. 

king. Hell ! hell ( do I hear this, and yet endore ! 
What, dar'st thou to my iaoe avow thy ffuilt? 
Hence, era I curse— fly my just rage with speed ; 
JLiest I forget as both and spam thee from me. 

Aim, And yet a father I think i am your child. 
Torn not yonr ejes away — ^look on me kneeling ; 
Now curse me if yon can. now spurn me off. 
IHd erer lather eurse his kneeling child ? 
Nerer; for always blessings crown that posture. 
O hear me then, thus crawiias; on the earth 

King. Be thou advis'd, and let me go, while yet 
The light impression thou hast made remains. 

Aim, No, ncTOr will I rise, nor loose this hold. 
Till you are mov*d, and grant that he may Uto. 

King. Ha! who may lire? take heed, no more of 
that; 
For en my soul he dies, though thou and 1, 
And all should follow to partake his doom. 
Away, off, let me go— Call her attendants. 

Re-enter Leonora and Women. 
Akn, Drag me, harrow the earth with mv bare bosom, 
ril not let go till you hare sparM my huslMUid. 
King. Ha! husband! Which? who? 
Aim, He, he is my husband. 
King. Who? 

Aim* O IFainls. 

liBt me go, Ipt me fiJl, sink deep— I'll dig, 
I'll dig amire, and tear up death; I will; 
Yes, I wUl strip off life, and we will cb|iige : 
I will be death; then, thooeh you kill myliusband. 
He shall be mine still, and for ever mine. 
King. What husband? whom dost thou mean ? 
Gm. She raves! ^ ^ . 

Aim. O that I did ! Osmyn, he is my husband. 
King. Osmyn! , 

Alnt. Not Osmyn, but AJphonso is my dear 
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And wedded busband Hear'n, and air, and seas, 

Ye winds and waves, I call ye all to witness ! 

King. Wilder than winds or waves thjself dost rave. 
Should I hear more, I too sfaoold oaldi thy madness. 
Watoh her retomtn([f sense, and bring me word: 
And look that she attempt not on her life. [Erit King, 

Aim. O stay, yet stay ; hear me, I am not mad. . 
I woold to heaven I were— 4ie^s gone. 

6mi. Haveoomfort. 

Abn. Cursed be that rogue that bids me be of com- 
fort! 
Cursed my own tongue, that oould not move his pitj! 
Cursed these weak Iwnds, that could not bold him here! 
For he is gone to doom Alphonso's death. 

Gen. Your too excessive srief works on your fancy. 
And deludes your sense. Alphonso, if living. 
Is fiur from hence, beyond your father's, power. 

Aim. Hence, thou detested ilUtim'd flatterer! 
Source of my woes! thou and thy race be curs*d! 
But doubly thou, who couldst alone have polioj 
And fraud, to find the &tal secret out. 
And know that Osmyn was Alphonso ! 

Gon. Ha! 

Aim, Why dost thou start? what dost thoa see or 
bear? 
Is it the doleful bell, tolling for death ? 
Or dying sroans from my Alpbonso's breast? 
See, see ; Took yonder, where a grissled, pale, 
And ghastly head glares by, all smeared with blood, 
Gasping as it would speak : and after see ! 
Behold a damp dead hand has dropped a dagger : 
rU catch it— Hark ! a voice cries murder ! ah ! 
My father's voice ! hollow it sounds, and calls 
Me from the tomb— I'll follow it: for there 
I shall again behold my dear Alpnonso. 

[Exeunt Almeria and Leonora. 

Gon. She's greatly griev'd : nor am I less snrpris'd. 
Osmyn Alphonso! no; she over-rates 
My policy ; I ne'er suspected it : 
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^or now had known it, bnk from Iter «i*^lTiir 
Her boftlNUid too! Ha! wiiere is Garda then? 
And where the orown that shoald descend on faia. 
To eraoe the line of m j. posterity f 
Hold, let me think— if I shoald tell the king>— 
Things oome to this extremitj; his daogfater 
Wedded alreadj--what if he shoald yield P 
Knowing no remedy for what is past; 
And nrg'd by nature pleading for his ehild, 
With which he seems to be already shaken. 
And though I know he hates bejond the grave 

Anaelmo*s race ; vet if ^^t if oonolodefl ne. 

To doubt, when I may be assar'd, is folly. 

Bat how prevent the captive qoeen, who means 

To set him free? Ay, now 'tis plain : O, well 

Invented tale! He was AJphonso's friend. 

This subtle woman will fmuse the king. 

If I delay — 'twill do - o r better so. 

One to my wish. Alonzo, thoa art welcome. 

Enter Alonzo. 

Alon, The king expects your lordship. 

Gon. Tis no matter ; 
Fm not i'th' way at present, good Alonao. 

AUm. If 't please your loroship^ TU return and say 
I have not seen yon. 

Gon, Do, myoest Alonso. 

Yet stay -, I would but go ; anon will serve—— 

Yet I have that requires thy speedy help. 

I think thoa wonldst not stop to do me service. 

AUm, I am your creatore. 

Gen* Say tliou art my friend. . 
I've seen thv sword do noble execution. 

Alon, All that it can your lordship shall command. 

Gon. Thanks; and I take thee at thy word. Thou'st 
seen. 
Among the foU'wers of the captive queeu, 
Dumb men, who make their meaning known by signs. 

Alon, I have, my lord. 

Gon, Cooldst thou procure, with speed 



48 THB VOCIRNING BRIDB. ACT 4. 

Aod priviCT, tka wetring n^rh of one 

Of those, though porohu'd bj his death, I'd give 

Thee sooh rewird as sliould exceed thy wish. 

AUm. Conolade it done. Where shall I wait jour 
lordship? 

Qon. At my apartoMOt. Use thy otmost diligenoe ; 
And say I've not been seen — haste, good Alonzo. 

lExitAlmuo. 
So, this can hardly fail. Alphonso slain. 
The greatest obstacle is then remoT'd. 
Almeria widow*d, yet again may wed ; 
And I yet fix the crown on Garoia's head. [£i tC 



ACT THE PIPTH. 




SCENE I. A Room of State, 
Enter Kino, Perez, and Alonzo. 

King, Not to b^ fouod f In an ill boor he's absent. 
None, say you? none? what, not the fav'rite eonucb? 
Nor she herself, nor any of her mutes, 
Have yet required admittance? 

Per, None, my lord. 

King. Is Osinyn so dispos'd as I oonfn^anded ? 

Per, Fast bound in doable chains, and at full length 
He lies supine oq earth : with as much ease 
She migbt remoTC the centre of this earth, 
As loose the riveta of his bonds. 

King. TUwell. 

[^ MiUe appears, and seeing the King retires. 
Ha ! stop and seuEC tnat mute; Alonzo, follow him. 
Ent'rinz he met my eyes, and started back 
Frighted, and fumbling one hand in his bosom-, 
As to conceal th' importance of his errand. 

{Alonzo f allows him, and returns with a Paper. 

Alan. A bloody proof of obstinate fidelity ! 
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King. What dost thoa mean? 

AUm, Soon as I seiz^^i tbe man, 
He soatch'd from out his bosom this— and strove 
With rash and greedjr haste at once to oram 
The morsel down his throat. I cau^t his arm. 
And hardly wrenoh'd his hand to wring it from him ; 
Which done, he drew a poniard from his side, 
And on the instant plung'd it in his breast. 

King. Remove the bc^y thence, ere 2iara see it. 

AUm. I'll be so bold to borrow his attire ; 
Twill quit me from mj promise to Gonsalez. 

{Aside, Exit, 

King. How's this? my mortal foe beneath my roof! 
IHaving read the Letter, 
O, give me patience, all ye pow'rs ! no, rather 
Give me new rage, implacable revenge. 
And trebled fury— Ha ! who's therer 

Per. My lord! 

King. Hence, slave! how dar'st thoa bide, to watch 
and pry 
Into how poor a thing a kin^ descends ; 
How like thyself, when passion treads him down? 
Ha! stir not, on thy life! for thoo wert fix'd 
And planted here to see me gorge this bait, '' 

And lash against the hook— By neav'n, you're all 
Rank traitors; thou art with the rest oomfain'd: 
Thoa knew'st that Osmyn was Alphonso, koew'st 
My daughter privately with him oonferr'd. 
And wert the spy and pander to their meeting. 

Per, By all that's holy, I'm cmaa'd-^ — 

King. Thoa ly'st. 
Thoa art acooroplioe too with Zara: here. 
Where she seU dovttk—StiU will 1 set thee free— 

IReads. 
That somewhere is repeated — I have poufr 
O'er them that are thy guordi— Mark that, thou traitor. 

Per. It was year majesty's command I should 
Obey her order. 

King. [Reads] And still wiUl set 

Thee free, Alphonso— Hell I ours'd, curs'd AJphonso! 
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False and perfidioiwZara! Stmrnpet daoghter ! 

Away, be gone, thon feeble hof, food love. 

All natore, aoAneaa, pitj, and oonpaMOB ; 

This boor I throw je off, and entertain 

Fell hate within my breast, revenge, and gall. 

Bv heay'n, Fll meet and ooonterwork this treachery. 

iMrk thee, villain, traitor — answer me, slave ! 

Per, Bfj service has not merited those titles. 

iCtng. tlar'st thou reply? TVike tha^-Thy service! 
thine! [iStrifcet Asm. 

What's thy whole life, thy sonl, thy all, to my 
One momentfs ease? Hear my command ; and look 
That thoa4>bey, or horror on thy head : 
Drench me thy dagger in Alphonso*s heart. 
Why dost thon stert i Reiolve, or 

Per. Sir, I will. 

King. 'TIS well— that when she comes to set him free, 
His teeth may srin and mock at her remorse. 

J^Pertz going, 
d to this. 
And give her eyes yet grsater disappointment : 
When thou hast ended him, bring me his robe ; 
And let the cell where she'll expect to see him 
' Be darkened, so as to amnse the sight. 
I'll be conducted thithei^— 4nark me well— — 
There with bis turban, and his robe arraj^d. 
And laid along, as he now lies, supine, 
I shall convict her, to her fiioe, of falsehood. 
When for Alphonso's she shall take my band. 
And breatlie her^sigbs upon my lips for bis: 
Sudden I'll start, and dash her with her guilt. 
But see, she comes f I'll shun th' encounter; thou 
Follow me, and give heed to my direction. lExeunt 

Enter Zara and Sslim • 

Zara, Hal 'twas Ibekinir! 
The king that passed hencel frowning be went : 
Dost think he saw me? 

SeU Yes : but then, as if be thought 
His eyes had err'd, be hastily recallVl 
Tb' imperiiBai look, and sternly tora'd away. . 



dS THE MOURNING BRIDE, ACT 51 \ 

ZaiM, Shon n^ when seen ! 1 fear thou hast uadone 

me. \ 

SeL Avert it, lieaT'n ! thai jon sboald erer suffer 
For my defect ; or that the means which I 
Devis'd to serve, shonld ruin your design! 
Prescience is heav Vs alone, not giv'n to man. | 

If I have fail'd in what, as being man 
I needs must fail, impale not as a crime 
My nature's want, but punish nature in me; 



Here, strike; 



I plead not for a pardon and to live. 

Bat to be panish'd and forgiv'ii. 

I bare my nreast to meet your jast revenge. 

Zara. 1 have not leisure now to take so poor 
A forfeit as thy life : somewhat of high 
And more important fate requires my thought! 
Regard me well, and dare not to reply 
To what I give in charge; for I'm resolT'd. 
Give order that the two remaining mates 
Attend me instantly, with each a bowl 
Of such ingredients mix'd) as will with speed 
Benumb the living faoolties, and give 
Most easy and inevitable death. 
Yes, Osinyn, ves ; be Osmyn or Alpbonso, 
1*11 give thee freedom, if thon dar'st be free : 
Soco liberty, as I embrace myself, 
Thou shalt jpiartake. Since fates no more afford, 
I can but die with thee to keep my word. [Earil. 

SGBNE II. Ojpens and shmoi the Prison, 

Enter Gonsalez, disguUed like a Mute, with a 

Dagger, 
Gon, Nor sentinel, nor guard ! the doors unbarj-'d. 
And idl as still as at the noon qf night ! 
Sure death already has beiBa busy here. 
There lies my way; that door toa is an]ock'd« 

[Looki in. 
Hal sure he sleeps — all's dark within, save what 
A lamp, that feeblj lifts a sickly flame. 
By fits reveals->4iis fiMse seems tuiu'd to favour 
Th' attempt; I'll steal and do it UDperceiv'd. 
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What noue? somebodj coraiDg^? 'st, 4loiiao! 
Nobody. Sore he'il wait without-^ — ^I woald 
Twere done-^ril orawl and ttinr him to tbo heart ; 
Then oast mj skin, and leave it there to answer it. 

[Goes in. 
Enter Garcia and Alonzo. 
Gar. Where? where, Alonao, whera's my &therP 
where 
Hie king? Confaaon ! all is on the root! 
All's lost! all rain*d bv surprise and treachery ! 
Where, where is he? Wbj dost thou mislead me? 
AUm. Mj lord, he entered but a moment since* 
And conld not pass me unperceivM — What, hoa ! 
My lord, mj lord, what, hoa! my lord GToosales! 

Re-^nter Gonsalsz, bloody, 

Gon, Perdition ohoke yonr clamours!— *whenoe this 
rudeness? 
CSarcIa! 

Gar, Perdition, slavery, aad death 
Are ent'ring: now our doors! Where isthe king? 
What means this blood? and why this face of horror? 

Gon. No matter: give me first to know the oaose 
Of theseyonr rash and ill-tim'd exclamations. 

Crar. The eastern gate is to the foe betray'd, 
Who, bat for heaps of slain that choke the passage. 
Had enter'd long ere now, and borne down all 
Before 'em, to the palace walls. Unless 
The king in person animate our men, 
Granada^s lost; and to confirm this fear. 
The traitor Perec, and the captive Moor, 
Are throogfa a postern fled, and join tbe foe! 

Gon. Woold all were &lse as that! for whom yon call 
The Moor is dead. That Osmyn was Alphonso ; 
la whose heart's blood this poniard yet is warm. 

Gar. Impossible! for Osmyn was, while flying, 
Pronouoc'd aloud by Perez for Alphonso. 

Gon, Bnter that chamber, and convince yonr eyes. 
How much report has wrong'd yonr easy faith. 

(Garcia goes in. 
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^ AUm. Mj lord, for eertain truth Perez is fled; 
And baa deblar'd the oaase of his revolt 
Was to revenge a Mow the kiog had giv'n him. 

Re-enter Garcia. 

Gar, Roin and horror! O, heart-woonding sight ! 

Gon, What says n j son ? what roin ? ha ! what forror ? 

Gar, Blasted my eyes, and speechless be ray tongue, 
Rather than or to see, or to relate 
This deed !-^, dire mistake ! O, fatal blow ! 
The king— 

Gon, AUm, The king! 

Gar, Dead, weU'ring, drown'd in blood! 
See! see! attir'd like Osmjn, where he lies. 

[2^ look in, 
O whence, or low, or wherefore was this done? 
fiot what imports the manner of the eanse? 
Nothing remains to do, or to require. 
But that we all should turn our swords against 
Ourselves, and expiate, with our own, his blood. 

Gon. O wretch ! O, ours'd and rash deluded fool ! 
On me, on me, torn your avenging swords! 
I, who have spilt my royal masters blood. 
Should make atonement by a death as horrid. 
And fall beneath the hand of ray own son. 

Gar. Ha ! what ? atone this murder with a greater ! 
The horror of that thought lias damp'd my rage. 

Gon. O, ray son ! from the blind dotage 
Of a father's fondness these ills arose : 
For thee I've been ambitious, base, and bloody; 
For thee I've plnng'd into this sea of sin; 
Stemming the tide with only one weak hand. 
While t'other bore the crown (to wreathe thy brow). 
Whose weight has snnk me ere I reached the shore. 

Gar, FaUl ambition! Hark! the foe is enler'd t 
The shrillness of that shout speaks 'em at hand. [Skoui, 
Alon, My lord, I've thought how to conceal the bcnly : 
Require me not to tell the means, till done, 
Ltfst yon forbid what then yon may approve. 

[Goes in. Shout. 
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Oon. Thej shoot ag^o ! Wbate'er he mMnii to do, 
Twere fit the soldiers were amos'd with hopes; 
And in the mewi time fed with ezpectfttion 
To see the kin^ in person at their head. 

Gar. Were it a troth, I fear 'tis now too late ! 
Bat I'll omit no oare nor haste ; and trj 
Or to repel their force, or bravely die. [£xtf . 

Re-'CrUer Alonzo. 
Gan, What hast thoa done, Alonso? 
Alon, Sach a deed 
As but an hour ago I'd not hare done, 
Thoog^h for the crown of nniyersal empire. 
Bot what are kings, redac'd to common clay ? 
Or who can woand the dead ?-— I've from the body 
Sever'd the head, and in an obscure corner 
Dispos'd it, momed in the mute's attire, 
LeaTinflr to view of them who enter next. 
Alone the ondislingnishable trunk ; 
Which may be still mistaken by the gaards 
For Osmyn, if in seeking for toe king 
They chance to find it. 

Gon, Twas an act of horror, 
And of a piece with tljis day's dire misdeeds. 
Bot 'lis no time to ponder or repent. 
Haste thee, Alonzo, haste thee hence with speed. 
To aid my son. I'll follow with the last 
Reserve, to reinforce his arms : at least, 
I shall make good and shelter Ms retreat. 

[JSieunt severalUf. 
Enter ZAnXy followed by Selim, and two MiUes 

bearing the BowU. 
Zara. Silence and solitude are every where! 
Through all the gloomy ways and iron doors 
That hither lead, nor haoian face nor voice 
Is seen or heard. 

I^t 'em set down the bowls, and waro Alphonso 
That I am here—so. \Mute$ go in] Yoo return and find 
The king ; tell him what he reqoir'd I've done. 
And wmt his coming to approve the deed. [£nt Selvn, . 
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Re-enter Mutet. 
What hKve joa ieen P Ha ! wheFefore sUre yon thas 

[Mutes return, and look affrighted. 
With haggard eyes P Wh^ are yoar arms acroesr 
Year heaTy and despondiog heads hang down? 
Why isH yon more toan speak in these sad signs? 
Give me more ample knowled|;e of this mourning. 
[They go to the Scene, vohtch openings she perceives 
the Bodtf. 

Ha! prostrate! bloody! headless! O Fmlost! 

OOsmyn! OAlphonso! Gmelfatet 
Cruel, crnel, O more than killioz object! 
1 eame prepared to die, and see thee die — 
Nay, came prepared myself to give thee death — 

Bnt cannot bear to find thee thus, my Osmyn 

O, this accors'dy this base, this ti^each'roos king. 

Re-enter Selim. 

Sel. Pto sought in yain; for no where can the king 
Be found 

Zara, Get thee to hell, and seek him there! 

[Stabs him. 
His hellish rage had wanted means to act, 
But for thy faUl and pernicious counsel. 

SeL You thought it better then — ^bnt I'm rewarded. 
The mute ron sent, by some mischance was seen, 
And forc'd to yield yonr letter with bis life : 
I found the dead and bloody body stripp'd — -- 

My^ tongue laulters, and my Toioe fails 1 sink 

Drink not the poison — ^for Alphonso is- [I>tes* 

Zara. As thou art now — and I shall qoickly be. 
Tis not that he is dead ! for 'twas decreed 
We both should die. Nor is't that I sarrire ; 
I have a certain remedy for4hat. 
But oh! he died unknowing in my heart. 
He knew I lov'd, but knew not to what height; 
Nor that I meant to &11 before his eyes, 
A martTr and a victim to my vows; 
Insensible of this last proof he'k gone ( 
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Then wherefore do I muM? give ne the bowl. 

[A Mute kneeU imdgwet one ef the Bowls. 
, Hover « moment yet, tiioo gentle sfMiit, 
Soul of mj knre, waA I will wmit thy flight 
This to oor matoal blim, when join'd aboTe. {Drinks, 



O, friendlY draoght ! already in my heart. 

Gold, com! mT Tettts are iciolea and froat. 

rU oreep into his boBom. Jar me there; 

Cover OS d oge or 1 shall chili his breast, 

And fright him from my arm s -S e e ! see ! he sKdes 

Still farther from me ; look, he hides his fuse ! 

I oannot feel it— quite beyond my reach. 

0| now he's gone, and all is dark 

[Diet, i&u/te* kneel end tnowm over her» 

Enter Almxbia and Leonora. 

Aim. O, let me seek him in this horrid oell ; 
For in the tomb, or prison, I alone 
Most hope to find him. 

Leon, Hear'na ! • what diamal toene 
Of death is this? 

Aim. Show me, for 1 am come in search of deaths 
Bat want a gaide, for tears have dimm'd my sight. 

Leon. AIm, a little farther, and behold 
Zara all pale and dead ! two frightful men, 
Who seem the murderers, kneel weeping by ; 
Feeling remorse too late for what they'Tc done. 
But O, forbear— Hfl up year eyee no more. 
Bat haste away, fly from this fatal pl^oe. 
Where miseries are moltiply'd ; return. 
Hetum, and look not on, for there's a nagger 
Ready to stahthe sight, and makeyonr eyes 
Rain bloo d - 

Aim. O, I foreknow, foresee that object. 
Is it at last then so? Is he then dead ? 

1 do not weep! the springs of tears are dry'd. 

And of a sadden I am calm, aa if 
All things were well; and yet my husband's mnrder'd! 
Yes, yes, I know to monm 1 I'll daioe this heart. 
The source of woe, and let the torrent loose. 



>E. ACT 5. 1 

IT look OB on! I 
look. 
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^Thoae men have loft to weep! 'the< 

I hope tliey murder all on wkom they 1 

Behold me well ; yoar bloodj hands have err^d. 

And wroDgfalhr have slain those innooents: 

I am the sacrifice designed to bleed ; 

And come prepared to vield my throat! — They boif 

Their heads, in mm. of grief and innocence ! 

[They pomt c« the Bowl on the Ground, 
And point! what mean they? Ha! a cup! O, well 
I anderstand what med'cine has been be 
O noble thirst ! vet greedv, to drink all- 
Oh for another araugbt of death 1^- 

[They point ot the other Cup. 
Thanks to the lib'ral hand that fiird thee thus : 
-11 drink 

Leon, 
'or mere , . ^ 

Aim, With thee the kneeling world shoald beg la 



I'll drink mv glad acknowledgmen^ 
Leon, O hold. 

For merojT^s sake ; n|>on ray knee I bw 

rorld shoal 



»pr< 
And pleads sfainst thee;* who shall then prevail? 
Yet I will take a oold and parting leave 
From his pale li|>s; Til kiss him era I drink, 
Lest the 'rank juice should blbtor on my month. 
And stain the colour of rav last adieu. 
Horror! a headless trunk I nor lips nor ftce. 

[Coming near the Body, ttarti and lettfaU the Cup, 
But spouting veins and mangled flesb! On! oh! 

Enter Alphonso, Heli, Perez, Guoriii, and Attet^ 
danU; with Garcia, Pruon^r. 

Alph, Away, stand off! where is she? let me fly. 
Save her from death, and snatoh her to mv heart. 

Aim, Oh! 

Alph. Forbear; my arms alone shall hold bar up, 
Warm her to life, and wake her into gladness. 
Give a new birth to thy long-shaded eyes. 
Then double on the day reflected light. 

Alm^ Where am I? Heav'n! what does this dream 
intend?. 
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Alph, O mayst tiioa nerer dream of ieM delight. 
Nor ever wake to ieM sabstanlial jojs I 

Abn, Gir'n me again from death! O, all je pow'rs. 
Confirm this miracle! Can I believe 

Thin ia my lord, mj life, my only haaband : 
I have him now, and we no more will part 

My father too shall have compassion 

Abph. Q, my heart's comfort! 'tis not giv'n to this 
Frail life, to be entirely blessM. E'en now, 
In this extremest joy my soul can taste. 
Yet I am dash'd to think that thon most weep : 
Thy fiither fell, where he desini'd my death. 
Gonsalez and Alonzo, both of wounds 
Expiring, have with their last breath confess'd 
The jost decrees of heav'n, which on themselves. 
Has torn'd their own most bloody purposes. 

Nay, I mast grant, 'tis fit you shoold be thus 

[SKe weevi. 
Ill-fated Zara! Ha! a cap! alas! 
Thy error then is plain ; oat I were flint 
Not to o'erflow in tribnto to thy memory. 

OGareia! 

Whose virtue has renoonc'd thy fiither's crimes, 

Seest thon how jost the hand <^ heav'n has been? 

liet OS, who through oar innocence sarvive. 

Still in the paths or honoar pcmvere. 

And not from pskt or present ills despair : 

For blessings ever wait on virtoous aeeds. 

And thoogh a late, a sore reward sacoeeds. lExeunt* 



£PILOOU£« 

SPOKEN BY ALMERIA. 

The tragedy that done, I un, yon know, 

No more a princess, bat in ttatu quo ; 

And now as oncon'oern'd this moorning wear. 

As if indeed a widow or an heir. 

IVe ieisnre now to mark joar sev'ral faces, 

And know each critic by nis soar grimaces. 

To poison i>>ays T see them where they sit, 

Scatter'd like ratsbane op and down Uie pit.; 

WhiJe others watch, like parish searchers, hir'd 

To tell of what disease the play expir*d* 

O with what joy they run, to spread the news 

Of a damnM poet, and departed muse \ 

But if he scape, with what regret they're seiz'd ! 

And how they're disappointed, when they're pleafl'd ! 

Critics to plays for the same end resort, . 

That surgeons wait on trials in a coart : 

For innocence condemned they've no respect, 

Prorided they've a body to dissect. 

As Sussex men, that dwell npon the shore. 

Look oat when storms arise, and billows roar, 

Devootly praying, with uplifted hands. 

That some well-laden ship may strike the sands ; 

To whose rich cargo they may make pretence. 

And fatten on the spoils of Providence : 

So critics throng to see a new play split, 

And thrive and prosper on the wrecks of wit. 

Small hope our poet from these prospects draws; 

And therefore to the fair commends his cause. 

Yoar tender hearts to mercy are inclin'd, 

With whom, he hopes, this play will favour find. 

Which was an off 'ring to the sex designed. 



} 
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MAHOMET. 

Voltaire's celebrated tragedy of this name is 
the prototype of the present prodaction, which 
^vas first acted at Dniry Lane Theatre in 1744. 
Dr. John Hoadly is said to have assisted the au- 
thor; who was in so declining a state while com- 
pletii^ his work, that be died during the first mn 
of sqccess it experienced ; and his widow was 
complimented by a benefit-night, in addition to 
^ nsnal remuneration of the author; when (not- 
withstanding some disputes between tlie theatre 
<od the town, in the style of modem O. P. diff- 
tarbances) she cleared upwards of one hundred 
pounds; at that time considered a handsome sum 
00 such an occasion. 

In 1753 this play, through some passages which 
were applied to party purposes, caused a duturb- 
Aoce; which ended in Mr. Sheridan's abdication 
of his managerial throne, and the shutting up of 
bis theatre, in Smock Alley, Dublin. It was rc- 
^Wed in London^ at Drury Lane, in 1765. 



PROLOGUE. 

To point what lenolbs oredolitj Ium ran. 

What coonaels dii^en, and what sUtet undone; 

W^t heiliah fary wings th' entlinaiast'H rage. 

And makes the troubled earth one tragic stage; 

What biaHpheniie» ioiponture dare advance, 

And boild what terrors on weak ignoranoe; 

How fraod alone rage to religion binds. 

And makes a pandemonium of our minds ; 

Our Gallic bard, fif*d with these glorious views. 

First to his crusade led the tragic muse ; 

Her power through Prance his charming numbers bore; 

But France was deaf-— for all her priests were sore. 

On English ground she makes a firmer stand. 
And hopes to suffer bj no hostile band : 
No clergy here usurp the free-born mind, 
Ordain'd to teach, and not enslave mankind; 
Religion here bids persecution cease; 
Witbont, all order — and within, all peace; 
Truth guards her happy pale with watchful care, 
And frauds, though pious, find no entrance there. 

Reli^on, to be sacred, must be free ; 
Men will suspect— where bigots keep the key; 
Hooded and trained like hawks th' enthusiasts fly. 
And the priests' victims in their pounces die: 
Like whelps born blind, by mother-church they're bred. 
Nor wake to sight, to know themselves misled ; 
Murder's the game— and to the sport uupress'd, 1 
Proud of the sin, and in the doty bless'd, 5- 

The layman's bnt the blood-hound of the priest. > 
Whoe er thou art that dar'st snch themes advance, 
To priest-rid Spain repair, or slavish France ; 
For Jodaa' hire there do the devil's task. 
And trick up slay'ry in religion's mask. 
England still free no surer means requires 
To sink their sottish souls, and damp tlieir martial fires. 

Britons ! these numbers to yourselves you owe ; 
Voltaire hath strength to shoot in Shakspeare's bow ; 
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Ale. Sach proselytes 
Are worthy of him^low, untatorM reptiles. 
Most credulous still 
Of what is most tncredible. 

Pha. Be such 
DisdainU my lord! but mayn't the pest spread apwards. 
And seize the head?— Say, is the senate sound? 
I fear some members of that rev'rend clftss 
Are marked with the contagion ; who, from views 
Of higher power and rank, 
Worship ifiis rising sun, and give a sanction 
To his invasions. 

Ale. If, ye powers divine! 
Ye mark the movements of this nether world. 
And bring them to kocount, crush, crush those vipers. 
Who, singled out by a community 
To guard their rights, shall, for a grasp of ore 
Or paltry office, sell them to the foe! 

Pka, Each honest citizen, I grant, is thine, 
And^ grateful for thy boundless blessings on then, 
Would serve thee with their lives; hut the approach 
Of this usurper to their very walls. 
Strikes them with such a dread, that even these 
Implore thee to accept his proffer'd peace. 

Ale. OU, people lost to wisdom, as to glory! 
Go, bring in pomp, and serve upon your knees 
This idol, that will crush yon with its weight. 
Mark, I abjure hi» ! by his savage hand 
My wife and children perish'd, whilst in vengeaoco 
I carried earni^pe to his very tent ; 
Transfix'd to earth his only son, and wore • 
His trappings, as a trophy of my conquest. 
This torch of eninity, thus lighted 'twixt us, 
The hand of time iUelf can ne'er extinguish. 

Pha. Extinguish not, but smother for awhile 
Its fatal flame, and greatly sacrifice 
Thy private sufferings to the public welfare. 

Ale. My wife and childrvn lost, my country's now 
My family. *' -^ 

jP&a. Then let not that be lost. 
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Ale. PhAron, desist. 

Pha, Mt noble lord, I cannot. 
Most not desist, will not, since ^oa're posseSft*d 
Of means to brings this insolent invader 
To any terms yooMl claim. 

Ale. What means? 

Pha. Phlmira, 
That bloominn^ Ikir, the flowV of all his camp, 
Bj thee borne off in our last skirmish with him, 
Seems the divine ambassadress of peace, 
Sent to procore oor safety. Mahomet 
Has, by his heralds, thrice proposed her ransom. 
And bade as fix the price. 

Ale, I know it, Pbaron : 
And woaldst thoa tb^n restore this noble treasure 
To that barbarian. 

And render beauty the reward of rapine? 
Nay, smile not, friend. 

Pha, Mj lord 

Ale, This heart, by age and grief oongeal'd, 
Is no more sensible to love's endearments. 
Than are our barren rocks to morn's sweet dew, 
That, balmyj trickles down their rugged cheeks. 

Pha. My noble chief, each masterpiece of nature 
Commands involuntary homage from us. 

Ale, I own, a tenderness onfelt before, 
A sympathetic grief, with ardent wishes 
To make her bappj, fill'd my widow'd bosom : 
I dread her being in that monster's power. 
And bnrn to have her hate him, like myself. 
Twas on this hour, I, at her modest snit, 
PromisM her audience in ray own pavilion. 
Pharon, go thou mean while, and see the senate 
AsaemblMl straightr— Fll sound them as I ought 

lExeuiit severally. 

SCENB II. A Room.qf State. 
Palmira discovered. 
Pal, What means this boding terror, that usurps, 
In spite of me, dominion o*er my heart? 
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Oh, hoi J prophet! 

Shall I ne'er more attend thy aaored lesMDs? 

Oh Zaphna! mach-luT'd joath! I feel for thee 

As for myself— But hold, mv fioal audit 

Is now at hand— I tremble for th' event! 

Here comes my judge — Now liberty, or bondage! 

Entur Alcanob. 

Ale, Palmira, whence those tears ? trust me, fidr maid. 
Thou art not fall'n into barbarians* hands : 
What Mecca can afibrd of pomp or pieasore. 
To call attention from misfortune's lap. 
Demand, and share it. 

PaL No, my generous riotor! 
M^i suit's for nothing Mecca can afford ; 
Pris'ner these two long months beneath your roof, 
I've tasted sneh benignity and candour. 
That oft I've oall'd my tears ingratitude. 

Ale, If aught remains, that's in my pow'r -to amooih 
-The rigour .of your fate, and crown your wishes. 
Why, ^twould fill 

The furrows in my cheeks, and make old age 
Put on its summer's garb. 

PaL Thus, low I bless thee. [Kneek. 

It is on V4>u, on you klone, Alcanor, 
My whole of future happiness depends : 
Have pity then; 

Pity, Alcanor, one who^s torn from all 
That's dear or venerable to her soul ; 
Restore me then, restore me to my conntrv ; 
Restore me to my fi^tber, prince, and prophet. 

Ale, Is slav'ry dear thenP is fraud venerable^ 
What country? aiumultnous wand'ring camp! 

PaL My country, ftir, is not a single spot 
Of such a mould, or fix'd to such a clime ', 
No, 'tis the social circle of mv friends. 
The lov'd community in which I'm liuE'd, 
And in whose wel&re all my wishes centre. 

Ale, Excellent maid ! Then Mecca be thy country. 
Robb'd of my children, would Palmira deign 
To let me call her child, the toil I took. 



SCSNK ^. MAHOMBT. 11 

To make her destioy profutioas t» tier, 
Woald Uji^hten the rough harden of my own : 
Bat no — ^yoa acorn mj eonntrj and my laws. 

PaL Can I be years, when not my own ? Year hoanties 
Claim and share my gratitude; faiot Mahomet 
Claims right o*er me of parent, prince, and prophet 

Ale. Of parent, prince, and prophet! Heavens! that 
robber 
Who, a soaped felon, emalales a throne. 
And, scoffer at all fiuths, proclaims a new one ! 

Pal. Oh cease, my lord! this blasphemoos abuse 
On one, whom odllions, with mvself, adore. 
Does violence to my ear! saoh black profaneness 
'Gainst heaven's interpreter, blots oat remembrance 
Of fiivoors past, and nought saooeeds bat horror ! 

Ale. Ob, superstition ! thy pernioioos rigonrs. 
Inflexible to reason, truth, and nature. 
Banish humanity the gentlest breast! 
Pidffiira, I lament to see thee plonged 
So deep in error. 

PaL Do jroo then reject • 
My jost petition? can Aloanor's goodness 
Be deaf to saff'riog virtue? 
Name bat the ransom. 
And Mahomet will treble what yoa ask. 

Ale. There is no ransom Mahomet can offer. 
Proportioned to the prize. 

Enter Puabon. 
What woaldst then, Pharon? 

Pka, From yon western gate, 
Which onens on Moradia's fertile plains, 
Mahomers general, Mirvan, luuites to greet thee. 

Ale. Mirvan, that vile apostate,! 

Pha. In one hand 
He holds a scymitar, the other bears 
An olive branch, which to our chiefs he waves. 
An emblem of his suit — a martial youlk, 
ZM»hna by name, attends him for our hostage. 

PaL ZSiphaa! mysterioas heaven! lAtide* 



12 MAHOMET. ACr 1. 

Pha, Mirran advances 
This way, mj lord, to render yoa his charge. 
Ale. Palmira, thoa retire — Pfaaron, be preseat 

lEsit Palmira, 

Eater Mir van. 
After six years of infamoas rebellion 
Against thy native country, dost thoo, Mirvan, 
Again profane, with thy detested presence. 
These sacred walls, which once thy hands defended. 
But thy bad heart has vilely since betrav'd ? 
Thou poor deserter of thy country's ^ods! 
Thou base invader of thy country's rights f 
What wouldst thou have with me i 

Mir. Vd pardon thee. — 
Out of compassion to thy age and sufferings, 
And high regard for thy ex))erienc'd valour. 
Heaven's great apostle offers thee, in friendship, 
A hand could crush thee ; and 1 come commission'd 
To name the terms of peace he deigns to tender. 

Ale. He deigns to tender! insolent impostor! 
Dost thou not, Mirvan, blush 
To serve this wretch, this base of soal, as birth ? 

Aftr. Mahomet's grandeur's in himself : he shines not 
With borrow'd lustre. 

PInng'd in the night of prejudice, and bound 
In fetters of hereditary iaith. 
My judgment slept: but when I found him born 
To mould anew the prostrate universe, 
I started from my dream, join'd his career. 
And shar'd his arduous and immortal labours. 
Come, embrace our faith, reign with Mahomet, 
And clotli'd in terrors, make the vulgar tremble. 

Ale. Tis Mahomet, and tyrants liae to Mahomet, 
Tis Mirvan, and apostates like to Mirvan, 
I only would make tremble! — Is it, say'st thon. 
Religion that's the parent of this rapine^ 
This virulence and rage? — No ; true religion ' 
Is always mild, propitious, and humane ; 
Plays not the tyrant, plants no faith in blood ; 
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Bat ^loofw to polish, soocoor, and redress* 
And boilas liec {pnandeor oa the pablic good. 

Mir, If clemeDoj delights thee, learn it here. 
Though banish'd by thy voice his native citj, 
ThoQgh bj tbj hand robbed of his onl v son, 
Af abomet pardons thee ; naj, farther, begs 
The hatrea burning 'twixt yon be extingvish'dy 
With reconciliation's generous tear. 

Ale. I know thy master's arts; his gen'rons tears. 
Like the refreshing breeze that previous fall 
To the wild outrage of o'er whelming eartbqoakes. 
Only foreran destrnetion. 

Pha. Leagues he will make too 

Ale. Like other grasping tyrants, till he eyes 
A lucky innoture to enlarge his bounds ; 
Then he'll deride them, leap o'dr ev'ry tie 
Of sacred guarantee, or sworn protection ; 
And when th' oppcess'd ally implores assistance, 
Beneath that mask, invade the wish'<l-for realmn, 
And, from pure friendship, take them to himself. 

Mir. Manomet fights heav'n's battles, bends the bow 
To spread heaven's laws, and to subject to faith 
The iron neck of error. 

Aic. La8t«nd ambition, Mirvan, are the springs 
Of all bis actions; whilst, without one virtue, 
DissimnTation, like a flattering painter. 
Bedecks him with the colouring of them all : 

This is thy master's portrait — But no more 

My soul's inexorable, and my hate 
Immortal as the cause from whence it sprang. 
^ Mir. What cause? 
Ale. The difi"renoe between good and evil. 
Mir. Thoa talk'st to me, Alcauor, with an air 
Of a stern judge, that from his dread tribunal 
Intimidates the criminal beneath him : 
Besome thy temper, act the minister. 
And treat with me as with th' ambassador 
Of heaven's apostle, and Arabia's king. 

Ale, Arabia's king! what king? who crown'd ^mP 
Mir, Conquest.—— 
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Whilst to the ttjle of conqn'ror, and of monareb. 

Patron of peace he'd add. Name then the prioe 

Of peace, and of Palmira. Booodless treaflores^ 

The ipoils of Tanqoish'd monarohs, and the stores 

Of rifled prorinoes, are thrown before thee. 

Oor troops with matchless ardour hasten hither, 

To laj in rain this rebellions citj; 

Stem then the rnshioff torrent; Malioniet» 

In person, oomes to daim a oonferenoe with tliee 

For this ifood purpose. 

Ale Who? Mahomet? 

Mir. Yes, he conjures thoa*lt grant it. 

Ale, Traitor! were I sole ruler here, in Mecca, 
I*d answer thee with chastisement! 

Mtr. Hot man! 
I pitj thy false rirtne— Bot farewell! 
And since the senate share thj pow'r in Meoca, 
To their serener wisdoms Til appeal. [£nt. 

Ate, I'll meet thee there.— Ye sacred pow'rs, 
Mj oonntrj's gods, that for three thousand years 
Hare reign'd protectors of the tribe of Ishmael ! 
Oh, support mj spirit 
In that firm purpose it has always held ! 
To combat Tioleoee, fraud, and nsnrpation. 
To pluck the spoil from the oppressor's jaws, 
' And keep my country as 1 found it— free !. [fo-funt. 



ACT THB SECOND. 




SCBNE I. Palmira's Apartmera, 
Enter Palmira. 

Pal. Ceaie, oeaie, y« atreuaing iostroineDts of woe. 
From yoor ignoble toil! Take warmth, m^ heart! 
Collect thy s^tter'd pow'rs, and brave iiiisfortane. 
In Tain tlie storm-tost mariner repines ; 
Impatience only throws 
Discredit on mischance, and adds a shame 
To onr affliction. 

£nfer Zaphna. 
Ra! all-|craoioas heaven ! 
Then, Ziu>hna! is it thon ? what piUing angel 
Gnided thy steps to these abodes of bondage P 

, Zaph. *fhoa sor'reign of my soni, and all its powers, 
Object of evenr fear,' and ev'ry wish, 
Fnend, sister, love, companion, all that's dear! 
Do I once more behold thee, my Palmira? 
Ob, I will set it down the whitest hour 
That Zapbna e'er was bless'd with ! 
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Pal. Say, mj hero, 
Are my ills ended then? — ^Thej are, they are! 
Now Zaphna*8 here, I am no more a captive, 
Sxoept to him— Oh, blessed captivitj ! 

Zapk. Those smiles are clearer to my raptor'd 
breaAt, 
Sweeter those accents to my listening heart. 
Than all Arabia's spices to the sense! 

PaL No wonder that my soal was so elate. 
No wonder that the cloud of grief gate way, 
When thoa, my son of comfort, wert so nigh. 

Zaph. Since that dire hoar, when on Sabarja'a strand 
The oarbVous foe deprived me of Palmira, 
In what a golf of horror and despair 
Hkve thv imagined perils p1ang*d my^ soal I 
Stretch'd on expiring corses for awhile. 
To the deaf stream 1 pour'd oat my complaint. 
And begg'd I might be numbered with the dead 
That strew'd iUi banks ; then, starting from despair. 
With rage I flew to Mahomet for Tengeance. 
Ho, for some high mvslerioos porpose, known 
To boiven and him alone, at lengtli dispatched 
The valiant Mirvan to demand a truce : 
Instant, on wings of lightning, I pursa'd him, 
And entered as his hostage — fix'd, Palmira, 
Or to redeem, or die a captive with thee. 

PaL Heroic youth! 

Zaph. Bat how have these barbarians 
Treated m^ fair? 

PaL With high humanity. 
I in my victor found a friend-^ Aloanor 
Has made me feel captivity in nothing 
Bot absence from my Zaphna and my friends. 

Zaph. I grieve, a soul so genVous is our foe : 
But now, presented as a hosta^ to him, 
His noble bearing and humanitv 
Made captive of my heart : I felt, methought, 
A new ufectioo lighted in my breast. 
And wondered whence the infant ardour sprang. 

PaL Yet generous as he is, not all my prajf'n. 
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Not all the tears I lavish at his feet. 
Can move him to restore roe. 

Zaph. Bat be shall; 
Let the barbarian know he shall, Palmira. 
The god of Mahomet, oor divine protector. 
Whose still triamphant standard I hare borne 
O'er piles of ▼anqoish'd inOdels — that pow'r 
Which broo{(bt nHnomber'd battlements to earth. 
Will bamble Mecca too. 

Enter Mirvan. 
Well, noble Mirvan,^ 

Do my Palmira's chains sit loose upon herP 
Say, is it freedom i This presnmptaoas senate 

mir* 'Has granted all we askM— all we could wish. 
The trnce oblain'd, the gates to Mahomet 
Flew open. 

Zaph, Mahomet in Mecca, say'st thon? 
Once more in Mecca! 

Pal, Transport ! bid him welcome. 

Zaph, Thy sufferings then are o*er, the ebb is 

And a foil tide of hope flows in upon ns. 

PaL But wbere*s the prophet P 

Mir. Reolin'd in yonder grot, that joins the temple, 
Attended bv his chiefs. 

Zaph. There let us haste, 
With duteous step, and bow ourselves before him. 

lExeunt. 

SCBNB U. A spaciaui Grotto. 
Mahom£T discovered with the Aicoran before him, 
Mah, Glorious hvpocrisy ! what fools are they. 
Who, fraught with lustful or ambitious views. 
Wear not thy specious mask — ^Tliou, aicoran ! 
Hast won more battles, ta'en more cities for me. 
Than thrice my feeble nombero had achievM, 
Without the succour of thy sacred impulse. 
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Enter Uercides, Amhon, and All 
Invinoible supporters of our grandeur! 
My failbful ciiief's, Hercides, Ammon, AH! 
Go, and instruct tJiis peoole in my name; 
Thai faith may dawn^ ana, like a morning star, 
Be herald to my rising. — Lo, Palmira! 

[Exeunt Hercides, Ammm, and AU, 
Her angel-face, with unfeign'd blushes spread, 
Proclaims the purity that dwells within. 

Enter Mirvan, Zapiina, and Palmira. 
The band of war was ne'er before so barbarous, 
Never bore from me half so rich a spoil. 
As thee, my fair. ITo^Palmtrcu 

PaL Joy to my heavenly guardian! 
Joy to the world, that Mahomet's in Mecca! 

Mdh. My child, let me embrace thee — How's this? 
Zaphna! 
Thou here ? 

Zaph. IKneelt] My father, chief, and holy pontiff! 
The god, that thouVt inspired by, maroh'd l>efore me. 
Ready, for thee, to wade througn seas of danger. 
Or cope witir death itself, I hilTier hasten'd 
To yield myself an hostage, and with zeal 
Prevent thy order. 

Mah, Twas not well, rash boy ! 
He that does more than I command him, errs 
As much as he who falters in his duty. 
I obey 
My god — implicitly obey thou me. 

PaL Pardon, ray gracious lord, his well-meant ardour. 
Brought up from tender infancy, beneath 
The shelter of thy sacred patronage, 
Zaphna and I've been animated still 
By the same sentiments. 

Mah, Palmira, 'tis enough ; I read thy heart — 
Be not alarm'd ; though burden'd with the cares 
Of thrones and altars, still my guardian eye 
Will watch o'er thee, as o'er the universe. 
Follow my gen'rals, Zaphna* Fair Palmira, 
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Retire, and pay joar pow'rfnl towb to heaT'o, 
And dread no wrongs, but from Aleanor. 

[Exeunt Zaphna and Palmira, 

Mirran 

Attend thoa here. Tis time, mj tnistj soldier. 

If J long-tried friend, to lay unfolded to thee 

The close resolves and couneils of my heart. 

Prepossessipn, friend, 

Reigns monarch of the million — Mecca's erowd 

Gaze at my rapid victories, and think 

Some awfal pow'r directs my arm tu conquest ; 

But whilst our friends once more renew their efforts 

To win the wav'ring people to oar interest. 

What t^ink'bt thou, say, of Zauhna and Palmira? 

Mir. As of thy most resigned and faithful vassals. 

Mah. Oh, Mirvan ! They're the deadliest of my foes ! 

Mir. How? 

Mah, Yes, they love each other. 

Mir. Well — what crime? 

Mah. What crime, dost say.^ learn all my frailty, 
then — 
My life's a combat: keen austerity 
Subjects my nature to abstemious bearings: 
Or on the burning sands, or desert rocks. 
With thee I bear the inclemency of climates, 
Freeze at the pole, or scorch beneath the line. 
For all these toils love only can retaliate, 
The onlv consolation or reward. 
Fruit of my labours, idol of my incense. 
And sole divinity that I adore ; 
Know then that 1 prefer this young Palmira, 
To all the ripen'd beauties thait attend me. 
Dwell on her accents, dole upon her smiles. 
And am not mine but hers. Now judge, my i 
How -vast the jealous transports of thy master. 
When, at bis n»et, be daily hears this charmer 
Avow a foreign love, and, insolent. 
Give Mahomet a rival ! 

Idir. How! and Mahomet 
Not instantly i 
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Mah. Ah! shoiild he not? 
But, better to detest him, know biD better; 
Learn then, that both my rival and mj love. 
Sprang from the loins of this andacioos tyrant. 

Mir, Aloanor! 

Mah, Is their father; old Hercides, 
To whose sajgpe inslitation I commit 
My captive lofitints, late reveal'd it to me. 
Perdition ! I mjself lit up their flame. 
And fed it till 1 set myself on fire. 
Well, means must be emploj'd : bot see, the bther ; 
He comes this waj, and launches from his eye 
Malignant sparks of enmity and rase. 
Mirvan^ see all ta'en care of; let Heroides, 
With his escort, beset yon gate ; bid Ali 
Make proper disposition round the temple; 
This done, return and render me account 
Of what success we meet with 'mongst the people : 
Then, Mirvan, we'll determine or to loose 
Or bridle in our vengeance as it suits. [£arit Mirvan, 

Enter Alcanob. 
Why dost thou start, Alcanor? whence that horror? 
Approach, old man, without a blush, since beav*n. 
For some high end, decrees our future union. 

Ale. I blush not for myself, but thee, thou tyrant ; 
For thee, bad man! who oom'pt with serpent guile» 
To sow dissention in the realms of peace. 
Thy very name sets fiunilies at variance, 
Twixt son and father bursts the bonds of nalnre. 
And scares endearment from the nuptial pillow! 
And is it, insolent dissembler! tlius 
Thou com'st to give the sons of Mecca peace. 
And me an unknown god? 

Mah. Were I to answer any but Alcanor, 
That unknown god should speak in thunder for DM; 
But here with thee I'd parley as a man. 

, Ale. What canst thou say f what urge in thy defei 
What right liast thou re6eiv'd to plant new faiths. 
Or lay a claim to royalty and priesthood? 
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Mah, The right thftt a resoU'd utd to«*ring spirit 
Has o*er the grorelUnpr instinct of the rnlgar 

Ale. Palieoce, good beav'ntl hare I not known thee, 
Mahomet, 
When void of wealth, inheritance, or fame, 
Raok'd with the lowest of the low at Mecca? 

Mah. Dost thoa not know, thou haughty, feeble 
man. 
That the low ijiseot, lorking in the grass, 
And the imperial eagle, which aloft 
Plooghs the ethereal plain, are both alike 
In the eternal eye ? 

Ale, What sacred truth ! from what polluted Iim! 

[Ande, 

Mah, Hear me ; thy Mecca trembles at my name; 
If therefore thoa wooldst save thyself or city, 

Embrace my profler'd fHendsbip. What to-day 

I thus solicit, ril command to-morrow. 

Ale. Contract with Ihee a friendship! firontless man! 
Know'st thon a god can work that miracle? 

Mah, I do~neeessity-~thy interest. 

Ale, Interest is tby^ god, equitv is mine. 
Propose the tie of this nnnatoral onion ; 
Say, is't the loss of \hj ill-fated son, 
Who in the field fell victim to my rage : 
Or the dear blood of my poor captive cnildren, 
Shedby thy batcherinf|[ bands? , 

Mah. Av, *tis thy children. 
Mark me then well, and learn the important secret. 
Which I'm sole master of ^Thy children livet 

Ale. Livel 

Mah, Yes— both live. 

Ale. What say'st thou? Botii? 

Mah. Ay, both. 

Ale, And dost thou not beguile me ? 

Mah. No, old man. 

Ale. Propitious heav*na! Say, Mahoaiet| for now 
Melhinks I could hold endlesa converse with thee. 
Say what's their portjion, liberty or bondage? 

Mah, Bred in my camp, and tator'd in my law. 
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I hold the balance of their desliDies ; 

And now Hm on the turn their liTes or deaths 

*T!is Ihine to saj which shall preponderate. 

Ale. Mine! can I save them? name tbe«nigbtj ran- 



If I must bear their chains, double the weight. 
And 1 will kiss the hand that puts them on; 
Or if my streaming blood most be the purchase. 
Drain every sluice and channel of ffl;^ body ; 
My swelling veins will bnrst to give it passage ! 

Mah. ril tell thee then : — Renounce tny pagan faith, 
Abolish thy vain gods, and 

Ale, Ha! 

Mah, Nay, more : 
Surrender Mecca to me, quit this temple. 
Assist me to impose upon the world, 
Thunder my koran to the gazing crowd, 
Proclaim me for their prophet and their king. 
And be a glorious pattern of credulity 
To Korah^s stubborn tribe, lliese terms perfonn'd. 
Thy son shall be restored, and Mahomet's self 
Will deign to wed thy daughter. 

Ale. Hear me, Mahomet 

I am a father, and this bosom boasts 

A heart as tender as e'er parent bore. 

After a, fifteen years of an^piish for them. 

Once more to view my children, clasp them to me^ 

And die in their embraces — ^melting thought! 

But were I doom'd or to enslave my connlry. 

And help to spread black error o'er the earth, 

Or to behold lliese blood-embrued hands 

Deprive me of them both — ^know roe then, Mahomet, 

I'd not admit a doubl to cloud my choice-^ 

[Loolct earnestly at Mahomet for iome Time brfore 
he speaks. 
Farewell! [Exit. 

Mak, Why, fare thee well then, churlish dotard ! 
Inexorable fool ! Now, by mv arms, 
1 will have great revenge: ril meet thy scorn 
Witl» treble fetrtbuUonl 
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RC'Cnter Mirtan. 
Well, mj Mirran, 
What 8ay*8l thou to it now? 
Mir, Why, thai Alcanor, 
Or we, must fall. 

Mah, Pall llieu the obdurate rehel ! 
Mir. The truce expires to-morrow ; when Alcaiior 
Again is Mecca's master, and has vowM 
Destruction on thy head ; the ftenale too 
Have pass'd thy doom. 

MaA. Those heart-chiH'd, paltry babblers, 
Plac*d on the bench of sloth, wilh ease can nod; 
And vote a man to death. Why dgn't the cowards 
Stand me in yonder plain? — With half their nomberSj 
1 drove them headlong to their walls for shelter. 
Perish Alcanor! 

He marbled up, the pliant populace. 
Those dupes of novelty, will bend before os^ 
Like osiers to a hurricane. 

Mir. No time ■ 
Is to be lost. 

Mah, But for a proper arm 

Mir. What think'st thou then of Zaphna.' 
Mah. Of Zaphna, say'st thou P 
jif ir. Yes, Alcanor's hostage. 
He can in private do thee vengeance on him : 
He's a slave 

To thy despotic faith ; and, urg'd by thee, 
However mild his nature may appear, 
Howe'er humane and noble is his spirit. 
Or strong his reason, where allowed to reason, 
He would, for heaven's sake, martyr half mankind. 
Mah. The brother of Palmira .' 
Mir. Yes, that brother. 
The only son of thy outrageous foe, 
And the incestuous rival of thy love. 

Mah. I bate the stripling, loathe his very name; 
The manes of my son too cry for vengeance 
On the cnrs'd sire; but Ihou thou know'»t my love. 
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Know'st from whoie blood the sprang: tbis atmggen^ 

Mirvan; 
Abd jet Vm here tarroanded wi|h a f^ulf 
Readj to swallow me; oome too in quest 
Of altars and a throne — what roast be done? — 
My warrinff passions, like contending cloads. 
When fraught with thunder's fotal fuel, bun«t 
Upon tbemseWes, and rend me with the shock. 
Mirran, sound this youth. 
Touch not at once upon the startling purpose. 
But make due preparation. 

Mir. ril attack him 
With all the forces of enthusiasm. 
There lies our strength. 

Mah. Flnt then, a solemn tow 
To act whatcTcr heaven by me enjoins him ; 
Next, omens, dreams, and visions may be pleaded ; 
Hints too of black designs by this Alcanor 
Upon Palmira's Ttrtue and his li fe 
But to the;proof. — Be now propitious, fortune; 



Thbn love, ambition, vengeance, jointly triumph, 



Kreunt. 



ACT THB TFlIRD. 




SCENE I. A grand Apartment. 
Enter Zaphna and Palmira. 

Zapk, Aloanor claims a private obaferenoe with ot! 
What has he to unfold f 

PaL I tremble, Zaphna. 

Zaph. Time pressed too, did he say? 

Pal. He did; then cast 
A look so piercing on me, it overwhelmed 
Mf iaoe with deep oonfiision : this he mark'd ; 
Then, starting, left me. 

Zi^h. Ma! this gives me fear 
That Mirvan's jealousies are too well grounded ; 
But 1 must not distract her tender bosom ' 
With visionarj terrors. {Aiidel Both in private? 

Pfli. In private both. ^ 

Zaph. Her virtue, and my life ! 
It cannot be ; so reverend a form 
Gould ne'er be pander to such black devices. [Aside. 

Pal. But let us shun it, Zaphna ; much I fear 
Alcanor has deeeiv'd us: dread the treachery 
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Of this blood-lhirsly senatA. Trut me, Zaphna, 
Tbey bave sworn tlie extirpation of our faith, 

Nor care b^ what vile means 

Zaph. Mj soul's best treasure, 
For whose secaritj mj every thought 
Is up in arms, regardless of my own, 
Shan thou Alcanor's presence. This hoar, Palmira, 
Mirvan, by order of our royal pontiff. 
Prepares to solemnize some act of worship, 
Of a more hallowed and roysterions kind 
Than will admit of vulgar eye; myself 
Alone am lionour'd to assist. 
Pal, Alone! 

Zaph» Yes, to devote myself by solemn vow. 
For some great act, of which my fair's the prise. 
PaL What act? 

Ziaph. No matter, since my lov'd Palmira 
S||all be the glorious recompense. 

PuL Oh, Zaphna! 
Methinks 1 do not like this secret vow. 
Why must not 1 be present? Were I with thee, 
1 should not be so anxious ; 
For trust uie, Zaphua, my affection for thee 
Is of that pure, disinterested nature. 
So free from passion's taint, I have no one wish 
To have thee more than thus, have thee my friend. 
Share thy lov'd converse, wait upon thy welfare. 
And view thee with a sister's spotless eye. 
Zaph. Angelic excellence ! 
PaL And let me tell thee. 
This Mirvan, this fierce Mirvan, gives me terrora. 
So fiir from tend'ring consolation to me, 
His theme is blood and Mlau^bter. As 1 met him 
- His eyes flam'd fury, whilst in dubious phrase 
He thus bespoke me : '* The destroying angel 
Bffust be let loose. — Palmira, heav'a ordains 
Some glorious deed for thee vet hid in darknesa; 
Learn an implicit rev'renoe for its will ; 
And above all, I warn thee, fear for Zaphna." 

Zaph, What could he mean ? Can 1 believe, Alcanor, 
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Thj fair deportmeat but a treach'roiiB muk? 
Yet, spite of all the rage that oveht to fire me 
Aeaiost this rebel to our faitb and prophet, 
I nave held me happj in his friendsuip. 
And bondage wore the livery of choice. 
Fed, How has heaven fraught our loTe-link'd hearts, 
mjp Zaphna, 
With the same thoughts^ aversions, and desires! 
Bot for thy safety and oar dread religion, 
That thunders haired to all infidels, 
With great remorae I should accuse ^Icanor. 

Zaph, Let us shake off this vain remorse, Palrairai 
Reaiffn ourselves to heaven, and act its pleasure. 
The hour is 6ome that 1 must pledge my vow : 
Doabt not but the Supreme, who claims this service. 
Will prove propitious to our chaste endearments. 
Farewell, my love ; 1 fly to gain the summit 
Of earth's felicity — to gain Palmira. [Exit. 

PtU, Where'er 1 turn, 'tis all suspicion. 
Like one benighted midst a place of tombs, 
I gaze around me, start at every motion. 
And seem hemm'd in by visionary spectres. 
AU-righteotts power, whom trembling I adore. 
And blindly follow, oh, deliyer me 
From these heart-rending terrors ! Ha I who's here ? 

Enter Mahomet. 
'TIS he! 'U's Mahomet himself! kind heaven 
Has sent him to my aid. — My gracious lord I 
Proteot the dear, dear idol of my soul; 
Save Zaphna; guard him from-— « 

Mah, From what?— why Zaphna? 
Whence this vain terror? Is he not with us? 

PaL, Oh, sir, you double nov niy apprehensions! 
Those broken aooenls, and th^t eager look, 
Shdw you have anguish smotb'ring at the heart. 
And prove for once that Mahomet's a mortal. 

Mah, Ha! shall I turn a traitor to myself? lAnde. 
Oh, woman! woman! — Hear me — ought 1 not . 
To be eorag'd at thy pro toe attachment? 
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How ooald tby breaiit, withont the keeoett stingy, 
Harboar one thonfflit not dictated by me P 
Is tbat yoQDg^ mind, I took sack toil to form, 
Tarn*dan in^rate and infpdel ftt once? 
Away, rebellions maid ! 

Pal. Wbat dost tbou say, 
My royal lord? Thos, prostrate at yonr feeC» 
Let me implore forgiveness, if in ao^^ht 
1 bare offended : talk not to me thus ; 
A frown from thee, m^ father «id my kininry 
Is death to poor Palmira. Say then, Mahomet, 
Didst thou not, in this Tory place, permit htm 
To render me his vows ? 
Mah. How tbe soft traitress racks me! [Jsidel Rise, 

Palmira 

Down, rebel love! I mast be calm. [Aside] Come 

hither: 
Beware, rash maid, of soch imprudent steps : 
They lead to ||^ilt. What wild, pernicious errort 
Maynt the heart lead to, if not greatly wateh'd ! 
PaL In loTing Zaphna, sure it cannot err. 
Mah, Zaphna again! Furies! I shall relapse. 
And make her witness of my weakness ! [Ande* 

Pal. Sir! 
What sodden start of passion arms that eye? 

Mah. Oh, nothing : pray retire awhile: take ooaraige : 
Tm not at all displeas'd : 'twas but to sound 
The depth of thy yoon^j^ heart I praise thy ohoioe : 
Trust then thy dearest interest to my bosom ; 
But know, your fate depends on yonr obedience. 
If I have been a guardian to your youth, 
If all my lavish bounties past weigh aught. 
Deserve tbe future blessings which await you. 
Howe'er the voice of heaven dispose of Zaphna, 
Confirm him in the path where duty leads, 
That he may keep bis vow, and merit thee. 

Pal. Distrust him not, my sovereign ; noble Zaphna, 
Disdains to lag in love or glory's course. 
Mah. Enough of word»— 
PaL As boldly I've avow'd 
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The lore I bear that hero at jonr feel. 

I'll now to hiiD, and fire hii gen'roua breast. 

To prore the datj he has sworn to thee. [Esit, 

Mah. What ooohl 1 saT? Sooh sweet siBpUdtj 
Lar'd down mj nf^, and innooentlj winr'a 
The arrow throog^h my hearL And shalJ I bear this? 
Be made the sport of oarsM Aloanor's hoose? 
Check'd in mj rapid progress bj the sire, 
Snopianted in my love by this rash boy, 
And made ^ gentle pander to the daoghter? 
Perdition on the whoJe detested raoe! 

Enter Mibvan. 

Mtr. Now, Mahomet, is the time to seiae on Mecca ; 
Croah this Aloanor, and enjoy Palmira! 
This night the old enlhnsiasl offers inoense 
To his vain gods, in sacred CSaaba : 
2^pluia, who flames with seal for heaven and thee, 
Biav be won o*er to seise that Inokv moment. 

Mah, He shall ; it most be so ; lie's bom to aot 
The glorious crime; and let him be at once 
The instrament and viotim of the murder. 
My law, my Iotc, my Teogeanoe, mv own safety. 
Have doom'd it so. — But, Mirvan, dost thoo think 
His yonthful courage, nors'd in soperslilion, 
Can e'er be work'd 

Jlltr. I tell thee, Mahomet, 
He's totor'd to accomplish thy design. 
Fklmira too, who thinks thy will is heaven's, 
Will nerve his aim to execote thy pleasure. 

Mah, Didst then engage him by a solemn vow? 

Mir, i did, with all th' enthusiastic pomp 
Thy law enjoins; then gave him, as from tnee, 
A consecrated sword, to aot thy will. 
Oh, he is burning with religious fury I 

Afah. But hold! he comes [fait Mimm. 

Re-enter Mibvan. 
Child of that awful and tremendous power. 
Whose laws I publish, whose behests proclaim, 
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Liisten whilsl I aofold bis iuicred will : 
Tis thine to vindicate his way to man, 
Tis thine his injured worship to aveng^e. 

Zaph. Thou ford of nations, delegate of heaven. 
Sent to shed day o*er the benighted world, 
Oh, say in what can Zaphna prove his doty ! 
Instruct me how a trail earlb-prison*d mortal 
Can or avenge or vindicate a god. 

Mah. By thy weak arm he deigns to prove his oaose^ 
And launch his vengeance on blaspheming rebels. 

Zaph. What glorious action, wnat illustrious danger 
Does that supreme, whose image thou, demand? 
Place me, oh place me in the front of battle, 
'Gainst odds innumerable! try me there; 
Or, if a single combat claim my might, 
The stoutest Arab may step forth, and see 
If Zaphna fail to greet him as he Qiight. 

Mah, Oh, greatly said, my son ! 'tis inspiratioD ! 
Bnt heed me : 'tis not by a glaring act 
Of human valour heaven has will'd to prove thee ; 
This infidels themselves may boast, when led 
By ostentation, rage, or brote>like rashness. 
To do whate'er heaven gives in sacred charge. 
Nor dare to sound its fathomless decrees, 
Thisj and this only's meritorious zeal. 
Attend, adore, obey ; thou shalt be arm'd 
By death's remorseless angel, which awiuts me. 

Zaph. Speak out, pronounce! what victim must I o£fer? 
What tyrant sacrifice? whose blood reqnir'st thou? 

Mah. The blood of a detested infidel ; 
A murderer, a foe to heaven and me; 
A wretch who slew my child, blasphemes my god. 
And, like a huge O>lo8sus, bears a world 
Of impious opposition to my faith : 
The blood of cursed Alcanor! 

Zaph. 1! Alcauor! 

Mah. What! dost thou hesitate P Rash youth, beware! 
He, that deliberates, is sacrilegious. 
Far, far from me, be those audacious mortals, 
Who for themselves would impiously judge. 
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Or see with tbeir own ejs; wbo dares to Uiink, 
Wa» never born a proseljte for me. 
Know who 1 am ; know, on this verj spot, 
I've Gharg*d tbee with the jost decree of heaven. 
And wlien tliat heaven requires of thee no more 
Than the bare off 'rinj^ of its deadliest foe, 
Nay, Ihjr foe too, and mine, whv dost thou balance 
As thy own father were the victim claimM? 
Go, vile idolater! false Mussulman ! 
Go, seek another master, a new faith! 

Zaph. Oh, Mahomet! 

Mah. Jost when the prise is ready, 
When fair Palmira's destined to thy arms— — 
Bnt what's Palmira^ or what's heaven to thee, 
Thou poor weak rebel to thy faith and love? 
Go, serve and cringle to onr detested foe ! 

Zaph, Oh pardon, Mahomet! metbinks I hear 
The oracle of heaven — It shall be done! 

Mah, Obey then, strike! aud, for his impious blood, 
Palmira's charms and Paradise be thine. [Exit. 

Ztqth, Soft! let me think — ^This duty wears the face 
Of somethinjjr more than monstrous — ^Pardon, heaven ! 
To sacrifice an innocent old man, 
Weigh'd down with age, unsucconr'd, and nnarm'd ! 

When I am hosta^i^ for his safety too! 

No matter — Heaven has chose me for the duty ; 

My vow is past, and must be straight fnlfili'd. 

Ye stern, relentless ministers of wrath, 

Spirits of vengeance ! by whose ruthless hands 

The haughty tyrants of the earth have bled, 

Gome to my succour, to my flamiug zeal 

Join your determined courage! 

And thou, angel 

Of Mahomet, exterminating angel ! 

That mow'st down nations to prepare his passage, 

Support my falt'ring will, liarden my heart. 

Lest nature pity, plead Alcanor's cause, 

Aud wrest the dagger from me. 

Ha ! who comes here? 
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Enter AhCAVosL^ 

Ale. Whence, Zapbna, thai deep g^loom, 

Thai, like a blasting mildew on Ine ear 

Of promia'd harTeat, blackens o'er thy ▼iaafl^? 

Grie«e not that here, throuffh form, thon art confin'd ; 

I hold thee not as hostage, bnt as friend. 

And make thy safety partner with my own. 

Zaph. And make my safety partner with thy owd ! 
^ ^r- ^^^^ 

Ale, The bloody carnage, by this trace suspended: 
For a few moments, like a torrent, obeok'd 
In its full flow, will with redoubled strength 
Bear all before it— 
In this impending scene of public horror. 
Be tiien, dear yoath, these mansions thy asylum! 
I'll be thy ho^ge now, and, with my (ife, 
Will answer that no mischief shall befall thee. 
I know not why, but thou art precious to me. 

Zaph. Heaven! duty! gratitude! humanity! lAside. 
What dost thou sa^, Alcanor? Did'st thou say 
That thy own roof should shield me from the tempest? 
That thy own lifo stood hostage for my safety ? 

Ale. Why thus amaz'd at my compassion for thee f 
I am a man myself, and tliat's enough 
To make me feel the woes of other men. 
And labour to redress them 

Zaph. What melody these accents make! .[^m2«. 
Can then a foe to Mahomet's sacred law 
Be virtue's friend ? 

Ale. Thou know'st but little, Zaphna, 
If tbon dost think true virtue is confin'd 
To climes or systems ; no, it flows spontaneous. 
Like life's warm stream, throughout the whole creation. 
Ana beats the pulse of every healthful heart 
How canst thou, Zaphna, worship tor tliy god 
A being olairoiug cruelty and murders 
From bis adorers^ Such is thy master's god. 

Zaph. Oh, my relenting soul 1 thou'rt almost thaw'd 
From thy resolve. [Aiide.] — ^1 pray you, sir, ne more. 
Peace, reason, peace ! 
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Ale. The m^ I rieir liim, talk with him, obMrve 
Hw nadenUuiding lowering »bove his age. 
The more mj braast Ukes interest in his wel&re. 

Zaphna, come near-1 oft have tfaoaght to ask ii^"^' 

#1V -Jk^?"."*^ .?'.»•'/"? """"« •* "»7 heart? 

ZrqjA. That dwells in darkness > no one friendl v beam 
B er gave me glimpse from whom 1 am desoendii. 
The oamp of godlike Mahomet has been 
M;r cradle and my coonlrj; whilst, of all 
JUis capbve infante, no one more has shar'd 
Ibe sunshine of his olemencj and care.- 

Ale. I do not blame Ihj gradlnde, voung man: 
gat why was Mahomet thy benefactor ? ^ 
Why WM not If I envy him that glory. 
Why then this impioqs man has been a father 
Alike to thee and -to the fair Palmira. 

Zaph. Oh! 

^■i*v?"'J*"«^"*«*°^*"«otter'd anguish? 
Why didst thoa snatch away thy cordial eye. 
Thai shone on me before? 

2ap&.^ Oh, my torn heart! 
Pklmira'sname revives the racking thouirbt 
Of iny near-blonled purpose. * r Aside 

Ale. Come, my friend; ^ 

The flood-^tea of destmction soon thrown ope. 
Will ponr in ruin on that curse of nations 
If I can save but thee and fair Piilmira, 
Prom Uii's o'erflowing tide, let all the rest 
Of his abandoned minions be the victims 
For your deliverance—l muMt save your blood. 

2«pfc. Just heaven ! and is'l not 1 must shed his blood ? 

Ale. Nay, tremble if thoa dar'st to hesitate. 
Follow me straight. 

ii^tter Pharon. 
Pha, Alcanor, read thai letter. 
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Put in my. hands this moment by fto Arab, 

Vi^ith utmost stealth, uid air bespeaking MMMwfanl 

Of hii(h iinporlanve. 

Ale. [Reads] Whence is this? — Hercides! 
Cautious, my eyes ! be sure you're not nislnken 
In what you here insinuate. Gracious beaten! 
Will then tbv providence at length o'ermle 
My wayward fate, and, by one matobless blcsaing. 
Sweeten the stiff 'rings of* a threescore years? 

ILooks for tome Time eametti^ at Zaphna, 
Follow me. 

Zaph. Thee!— But Mahomel^ 

Ale. Thy life, 
And all its future bliss, dwells on this moment. 
Follow, 1 say. [^eunt Aleanor and Phanm. 

Re-enter Mirvan, with his Attendantt, hastily, on the 
other Side of the Stage, 

Mir, Traitor, torn back! what means 
This conf'rence with the foeP To Mahomet 
Away this instant: he commands thy presenoe. 

[To Zaphna. 

Zaph, Where am I? Hearensl bow shall I bow re- 
solve? 
How act ? A precipice on every side 
Awaits me, and the first least ateii's perdition. [ Aside, 

Mir, Young man, our prophet brooks not soch delay ; 
Go, slop the bolt that's ready to be launoh'd 
On thy rebellious head. 

Zaph. Yes, and rencninoe 
Thia horrid vow that's poison to my sonl. [£r€iui(. 



ACT THE FOURTH. 




SCENE I. The Temple, 
Enter Zaj^bsa, with a drawn Sumd in hU Hand. 

Th« cruel drtr-Maliomet enjoins ie, ^ 

tl^jTT* ';'«"»'']»*«». demands U of my hands 

?TwA„ Wr''***'.*".*'-"^ »«"» shrinks Uck 
And won't admit conTietioB. » 

Oh, dire obedience! 

Why, dnlj, art thoo thus at irar witfr nature? 

i^n^er Palmira. 

S^.^ Sf^ii^ii**/"^** P[**^' these dark abodes, 

p!r ni.^'*!.- ^^" *^' "^ *>""»^ here. 

wf^i h?r;j?'*''"*«' '^^»?^ '°^« '•^^^ been mv^aidesi 
What horrid sacrifice is thi*enjoin'd Ihee.^ "••^S^^es. 

Claim from Ihj tender hand ? 

Zapfc. Oh, my guardian aneel. 
Speak, resoWe me ; 
How can assassination be a virtue? 
How can the gracious Parent of mankind 
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Delight in mankind** Buff'nngs? Mayn't thia propbel. 
This great anoounoer of his heavenly will, 
MistiSie it once? 

P(U. Oh, tremble to examine. 
He sees our hearts. To doubt is to blaspheme. 

Zaph, Be steady then, my soul, firm to thy purpose. 
Come forth, thou foe to Mahomet and lieaTen, 
And meet the doom thy rebel faith deserves : 
Come forth, Aicanor. 

PaL Who? Aicanor?. 

Zapk. Yes. 

Pal. The good Aicanor? 

Zaph. Curse on his jMigan virtues ! he must die; 
So Mahomet commanas: and yet methinks 
Some other deity arrests my arm. 
And whispers to my heart — ** Zaphna, forbear!" 

Pid. Distracting state ! 

Zaph: Alas! my dear Palmira, 
I'm weak, and shudder at this bloody business. 
Help me, oh help, Palmira! I am torn, 
Distraeled, with this eoniict. 
Zeal, horror, love, and pity, seiza my breaat, 
And drag it different ways. Alas, Palmira, 
' You see me tossing on a sea of passions ; 
'Tis thine, my angel, to appease this tempest. 
Fix my distracted will, and teaoh me . 

PaL What? 
What can 1 teach thee in this strife of passionif 
O Zaphna! 1 revere our holy prophet. 
Think all his laws are regislerd in heaven. 
And every mandate minted in the skies. 

Zaph, But then to break through hospitality. 
And murder him by whom we are protected ! 

PaL Oh, poor Aicanor! gen'rous, good Aloanor! 
My heart bleeds for thee ! 

Zaph. Know then, unless 1 act this horrid aoene. 
Unless 1 plunge this dagger in the breast 
Of that old man, 1 most — ^1 must — 

Pal. What? 

Zcph, Must, Palmira 

(O agoniiing thought!) lose thee for ever! 
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Pal Am I the price of g;ood AlcaDor's blood? 
Zaph, So Mahomet ordains. 
Pal. Horrible dowery! 

Zaph, Thoa know'st the onrae oor prophet has d»» 
Of endless tortures on the disobedient ; roQonc'd, 

Thoa know'st with what an oath I Ve boond mvself 
To ▼indicate his laws, extirpate all 
That dare oppose his pro|fress. Say then, fkir one,* 
Hion tutoress divine, instruct me how, 
How to obey my chief, perform my oath- 
Yet list to mercy's call. 

PaL This rends m^ heart. 

Zaph. How to avoid bein^^ banished thee for ever. 

Pal. Oh,save roe from that thought » most that e*cr be? 

Zaph, It most not: thoa hast now prooouno'd his 

PaL What doom P—Have I ? [doom. 

Ze^h. Yes, thou hast seai'd his death. 

PaL. I seal his death?~Did I ? 

Zaph. Twas heaven spoke by thee; thoo*rt its brade ; 
And ril folfil its laws. This is the hoar 
In which he pays, at the adjoining altar. 
Black rites to his imaginary gods. 
Follow me not, Palmira. 

Pal. I most follow ; 
I will not, dare not, leave thee. 

Zaph. Gentle maid, 
I beg thee By these walls; thoa canst not bear 
This horrid scene — Oh, these are dreadful moments! 
Jtte gone— <iuick~this way- 
Pa/. No, 1 follow thee. 
Retread thy every footstep, though they lead 
To the dark gulf of death. 

Zaph. Thoa matchless maid !•— to the dire trial then. 

[Exewnt, 

SCBNB II. The inner Part of the Templcy with a 

Pagan AUar and images. 

Alcanor discovered, addressing himself ta the Idols, 

Ale, Btemal powers! that deign to bless these maiv 
Protectors of the sons of Isbniaely [sions, 

Crasii, crush this Uasphemoos invader's force, • 
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And im bin btok ^th slMine. If power be jcwn. 
Oh ! shield joar injar'd votaiiet, and Uy 
Opprewion bleeding at your altar's fuoL 

Enter Zaphna and Palmiba. 
Fal, Act not thii bloody deed : ob, save bin, save 
him ! l^J^ t<> Zaphnm, 

Z(^h. Save bin, and lose both PknMiiae and tbeel 

lApart. 

Pal» Ha! Ton be stands— Oh ! Zaphna, all my Wood 

Is frosen at tne sight ! [Apmtt. 

Ale. Tis in your own bebalf that I implore 
The terrors of your might ; swift, swilUy 
Four venipeance on this vile apostate's head I 
Zaph, Bear bow the wretch blasphemes ! So, i 



Apart, 
Apart, 
Apart, 



Pal. Hold, Zaphna! 

Zaph. Let me go. 

Fat. I oannotr— caonol. [Apart, 

Ale. But if, for reasons which dim-sigbled mortals 
GaoH look into, yooMI crown this daring rebel 
With royally and priesthood, take my life : 
And if, ye gracious powers ! yoa've anght of blisa 
In store for me, at my last hoar permit me 
To see my children, poor my bUming on tbem. 
Expire in their dear arms, and let them close 
These eves, wliich then would wish no alter sight. 

Pal. His children, did be say i {Apatt. 

Zaph. I think he did. lAparL 

Ale. For this 1*11 at your altar pay my tows, 
And make it smoke witb incense. 

[Retirei behmd the AUar. 

Ztqfh. [Drawi his Sword] Now let me strike! 

Pa/.. Stay but one moment, Znphna. 

Zaph. It' must not be— unhand me* 

PttL ^ hat to do ^ 

Zaph, To serve my god and king, and merit tbee. 

IBreaktJrom Palmira, and going iowardt the 
AUar, he starts, and stops short. 
Ha! what are ye, ye terrifying shades? 
What means this Jake of Uood thai lies before me? 
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Pal. Oh Zmphnk Y let ns fly Uieae horrid roob. 

jZdp^ No, no — Go on, je minuters of detlh ; 
Lfoad me the way: I'll foUow ye, 

Fal. SUy,Zapliaa; 
Heap no more horrors on me ; Ym expiring^ 
Beneath the load. 

Zaph. Be bnsh'd— the altar trembles! 
What means that omen f does it spur to murder, 
Or would it rein me back P No, His the voice 
Of beaveo itself, that ohides mjp linff'rinj^ hand. 
Now send op thitlier all thj vows, Palmira, 
Whilst 1 obey its will, and ^ve the stroke. 

[Goet bthind the Altars after Alcanor. 

Pal. What vows? Will heaven receive a niardVer's 
vows ? 
For sare I'm sueh, whilst I prevent not marder. 
Why beats my heart thosP what soft voice is this 
That's wakeu^l in my soul, and preaches mercy ? 
If heaven demands his life, dare 1 oppose f 
Is it m^ plaoe to judg^eP — Ha! that dire groan 
Proclaims the bloody business is aboot 
Zaphoa! oh, Zaphna! 

K«-cnfer Za ph n a from behind the Altar. 

Zaph, Ha! where am I? 
Who calls me? Where's Palmira P She's not here. 
What fiend has snatch'd her from me f 

PaL Heavens! he raves! 
Dost thou not know me, Zaphna? her, who lives 
For thee alone? — Why dost thou gaze thus on me? 

Zaph. Where are we? 

Pal. Hast thou then discharged 
. The horrid; duty? 

Zaph. Wliat dost thou saj? 

PaL Alcanor 

Zaph. Alcanor! what Alcanor? 

PaL Gracious heaven» 
Look down upon biml 
Let's be gone, my Zaphna— 
Let's fly this place. 
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Zaph, Ob! whither fljr? to whom P 
D'ye see these hands? who will reoeiTe these hands? . 

Pal, Oh, come, and let me wash ihem with my tears*. 

Zapk. Who art thoa ? let me lean on thee — I find 
My powers returning. * Is it thoa, Palmira P 
Where have 1 been? what have I done? 

Pal, 1 know not. 
Think on*t no more. 

Zaph. Bat ] must think, and talk on't too, Palmira. 
T seiz'd the victim by his hoary locks — 
*(Thoa, heaven, didst will it) 
Then, sbadderinj^ with horror, buried straight 
The poniard in his breast. I had redoubled 

'the nloody plunge 

But that the venerable sire poi^r'd forth 

So piteous a groan ! — look'd so, Palmira—— 

And with a feeble voice cried — " Is it Zaphna?** 

I conld no more. Ob ! hadst thoo seen, my loTe, 

The fell, fell dagger in his bosom— viewM 

His dying face, where sat such dignity, 

Ciloth'd with compassion tow'rds his base assassin, — 

[Throws himsey^ on the Groiuiii. 
The dire remembrance weighs me to the earth 
Here let me die f 

Pal. Rise, my lov'd Zaphna! rise,' 
And let as fly to Mahomet for protection : 
If we are found in these abodes of slaughter, 
Tortures and death attend us ! — let us fly ! 

Zaph. [Starting itp] 1 did fly at that blasting siglit, 
Palmira, 
When, drawing out the fatal steel, he cast 
Such tender looks ! I fled— the fatal steely 
The voice, the tender looks, the bleeding victim, • 
Blessing his murderer — i could not fly : 
No, they clung to me, rived my throbl^ing heart. 
And set my brain on fire! — What have we done? 

Pal. Hark I what'tt that noise? I tremble for thy life! 
Oh ! in the name of love, by all the ties, 
Thoiie sacred ties, that bind thee mine for ever, 
1 do conjure tliee, follow me ! ' 
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Re-enter Alcanor from behind the AUar, leaning 
against it, with the hioody Sword m hit Hand, 

Zaph. Ha ! look, Palmin ! Me, what object's that. 
Which bears upon my tortared si^ht f Is't he, 
Or is't his bloody manes come to faaant as P [death, 

Pol. Tis he himself, poor wretch ! stm^ling with 
And feebly cniwlin); towards os. Let me fly. 
And yield what help I can ! let me sapport thee, 
Thou mueh-lamented, injor'd, ^ood old man ! 

Z^h. Why don't I move? my feet are rooted bere» 
. And all my frame is strnck and wither'd np 
As with a lightning's blast ! 

Ale. My gentle maid, 
Wilt thoa support me P 
Weep not, my Palmira. [thee. 

Pal. I coal'd weep tears of blood, if that wonld serTe 

Ale. [Sitting down] Zaphna, come hither ; thou hast 
ta'en my life, 
For what offence, or what one thought towards thee, 
That anger or malevolence gave birth, 
Heaven Knows 1 am unconscious. Oo Hot look so. 
I aee thou dost relent 

EiUer Pharon, hastily* 

Pha. [Starting back] Ha! 'Us loo late then! 

Ale. Wottid 1 oofdd see Hercides ! — Pharoo, lo. 
Thy marlyr'd friend, by his distemper'd baud. 
Is now expiring. 

Pha. Dire, oiinatural crime! 
Ob, wretched fMurieide !-- Behold thy father ! 

[Pointing to Alcanor. 

Zaph. Mr Mberl 

PaL Father P ha! 

Ale. Mysterious heaven! 

Pha. Hercides, dying by Ibe hand of Mirvan, 
Who slew him lest he snould betray the secret, 
Saw me approach, and in the pangs of death. 
Cried, fly, and save Alcanor ; wrest the sword 
From Zaphna's hands, if ^tis not yet too late. 
That's desUn'd for his death; then let him know 
That Zaphna and Palmira are his children. 
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Pol. Dost iie«r that, Ztphtia ? 

Zaph. Th enongb, my late ( 
Canst tbou anj^ht moref 

Ate. Oh, natare! oh, my children ! 
By what vile instigations wert thOu driv'n. 
Unhappy Zaphna, to this bloody action? 

Ztq>h. IFaUing at his Father's Feet] Ob, I qaoooC 
speak ! 
Restore me, sir, restore that damned weapon. 
That I, for once, may make it, as i ought, 
An Instrument of justice. 

Pal. [Kneels) Oh, my father! 
Strike bere!^~tue crim^ was mine! 'twas I, alone. 
That worked his will to this nnnatnral deed! 

Zaph. Strike your aftsaasins— — 

Ale. I embrace my children. 
And jo? to see them, though mj life's the f9rfeit. 
Rise, children, rise and live! live to revenge 
Your father's death! — But in the name of nature. 
By the remains of this paternal blood, 
That's oozing from my wound, raise not your bands 
'Gainst your own being. Zaphna, wouldat ihoa do me. 
A second deadlier mischief ? 
Self-slaughter can't atone for parricide. 
Thy nndermin'd arm han't quite fulfill'd 
Its bigot purpose; 1 hope to live, to animate 
Our friends 'gainst thin impostor; lead them, Zaphim, 
To root out a rapacious baneful crew,' 
Whose zeal is frenzy, whose religion, muriier! 

Zc^h. Swift, swift, ye honrsy and light me to rerengal 
Gome, thou ioternal weapon, 

[Snatches the bloody SwarcL 
111 wash oif thy foul stain with the heart's blood 
Of that malignant sanctified assassin I 

As ZArnviA is going off, enter Mir van and his 
Followers, who stop him* 

Mir. Seise Zaphna! 
Help yon the j(ood Alcanor — Hapless man! 
Our prophet, in a vision, leam'd to-nigbt, 
The mournful tale of thy antioMly end, 
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And sent me ttnigfat to seize tiie vile MiMrin, 
That he might wreak severest ioslioe on him : 
Mahomet oomes to Tindicate the laws, 
Not safier with impooilj their. breach. 

Ale. Heav'iisl what accamuUted crimes are here! 

Zaph, Wliere is the monster ? bear me instant to him. 
That 1 amy blast him with mjr.ejre!->maj onrse him 
With my last hesitating Toiee ! 

Pal. Thou traitor! 
Did not Ih? own death-doing tongne enjoin 
This horrid deed ? 

Mir. Off with him, . [Ta the Soldien, 

And see him well secor'd! 

PaL Let me go with him ; I will share thy fate. 
Unhappy Zaphna, for I share thy gailt! 

Mtr. No more— you most to Mahomet : . 
Onr great prophet 
Will take you aoder bis diTine protection. 

PaL Oh, death! deliver me from such protection I ' 

lAside, 

Mir, Away I [To the Soldien who hold Zaphna, 

Yon, this way. [To Pabnira. 

Zaph, Pturdon! 

Pal. Oh, pardon I 

[They are led off by degreet, looking aUemaiely 
at their Father and each other. 

Ale, Oh, insopportabie ! 
Both firom me torn, then wh«n I wanted most 
Their consolation ! {A ihout., 

Pha, Hark! 
The oitixens are roa8*d, and all in ams 
Rush on to year defence. 

Ale, Pharon, mpport me [them ; 

Some moments longer-^Help— conduct me tew'hls 
Bare this woond to them ; let that S(»bak the cause — 
The treaoh'roQi cause, for words begin to fail me ; 
Then, if in death I cau .but serve my country. 
Save my poor children from this tiger's gripe ! 
What patriot, or parent, but would wish, 
In so ^nne a mtase to lall a maityr I [£actin<. 
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SCENE I. 

Enter Mahomet and Mirvan. 

Mak. WroQg will be ever nars'd tnd fed with blood — 
So this boj bifi^ot held his pious purpose? 

Mir. DeTooUjr. 

Mah. What a reasonless machine 
Can superstitiou make the reasoner, man ! 
Alcanor lies there, on his bed of earth? 

Mir, This moment he expir'd ; and Mecca's joath' 
In vain lament their chief. 
The silent and desponding crowd. 
Broke out in murmurs, plaints, and last, in shoots ; 
And each mechanic grew a Mossulman. 

Mah. But, say, is not oar arm j at their gates? 

Mir, Omar commands 
Their nigbtlj march, through onsospeoted paths, 
And with the morn appears. 

Mah. At sight of them. 
The weak remaining billows of this storm 
Will lash themseWes to peaoe-^Bnt where is Zaphna ? 
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Jlftr. S^fe in a dnngeoD, wdere be dies apaoe, 
UDCoDicioiis of His fate; fpr well thou know'tt, 
Ere at the altar*8 foot he slew his sire, 
In his own yeins he bore his guilt's reward, 
A d«adl j draught of fraison. 

Hah. I ivoold be kind, and let him die deoeiT'd» 
Nor know that parent blood deifies his soul. 

Aftr. He cannot know it : if the grave be silent, 
I'm sure Hercides is 

Mah. Unhappy Zaphna! 
Something like pity checks me for thy death. 
My safety claimed his life. 
And all the heaven of fair Palmira's charms 
Shall be my great reward. 

Aftr. My noble lord/ 
Palmira is at hand, and waits your pleasure. 

Mah. At hand ! how, Mirvan, conidsl thou let me talk 
On themes of guilt, when that pure angel's near? 

Mir. The weeping fair, led on by llatt'ring hope 
Of Zaphna's life, attends your sacred will : 
A silent pale deiecCion shrouds her cheeks. 
And, like the lily in a morning sbow'r, 
She droops her head, and looks up all her sweets. 

Mah. Say Mahomet awaits, and then 
Assemble all our chiefs, and on this platform 
Let them attend me straight. [Ertt M troan. 

Enter Palmiba. 
PaL Where have they led me? 
Methinks, each step 1 take, the mangled corpse 
Of m^ dear father, by poor Zaphna mangled, 
Lies in my way, and aU 1 see is blood. [Starts, 

. Tis the impostor's self! — Burst, heart, in silence ! 

[Aside. 
Mah. Maid, lay aside this dread. Palmira's fate, 
And that of Mecca, by my will is fix'd. 
Th)s great event, lliat fills thy sou) with horror, 
la myst'ry to all, but heaven and Mahomet. 

Pal. Oh, ever righteous heaven, canst thou suiTer 
This sacrilegious hypocrite, this spoiler, 
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To steal thj tenrorft and Maspbeme'tby nanie. 

Nor doom htai instant dead? f^Aiidc. 

Mah. Child of mj oare, 
At lenjrth fron gaUiMjc oliaiiM I've set tbee free. 
And made tliee triumph in a just revenge ; 
Think Ibeo tiiooVt dear to me, and Mwomet 
Rej^ards tbee with a more than father's eje ; 
Then know, if thoa'h de8erv« the mij^ty boon, 
A higher name, a nobler fate awaits thee. 

Pal. What would the tyrant^ 

Mah. Raise thy ihoagbta to glory ; 
And sweep this Zaphna from Ibj memory. 
With all that's paal— Let that mean flame expire 
Before the h\axe of empire's radiant son. 
Thy grateful heart most answer to my bomitles. 
Follow my laws, and share in all nty conquests. 

PaL What laws, what bmiAties, and what eonqnesls, 
tyrant? 
Frand is thy law, the tomb thy only boanty; 
Thy coD<|uests, fidal as infected air, 
Dispeopling half the globe ! — See here, good heaven! 
The venerable prophet 1 rever'd. 
The king 1 served, the god that I ador*d ! 

Mah. [Approaches her] Whence tbia nnwoRted lan- 
guage, this wild frenay ? 

PaL Where is the spirit of my martyr'd fiither.' 
Where Zaphna'sP where Palmira's innocence? 
Blasted bjr thee — by thee, infernal monster ! 
Thou foond'st us angels, and hast made us flendsf — 
Give, give us back our lives, our fame, our virtue! 
Thou canst not, tyrant ! — ^^et tltou seek'st my leve — 
Seek'st with AlcaBoHs blood, his daughter's love! 

Mah. Horror and death! the fatal seerefs kne>WB! 

lAside. 
Re-enter Mir van. 

Mir. Oh, Mahomet! all's lost, thy glorv taniflh'd. 
And the insatiate tomb ripe to devour ue ! 
Hereides' parting breath divolg'd the secret 
The prison's fore'd, the eUy all in arow : 
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See, where they bear aloft their marder'd ohief. 
Pell Zaphna in their front, death in hia looks. 
Rage all his strength. Spite of the deadly draagbl, 
He holds io life, but to make sore of Tengeanee. 

Mah. What dost thou here then? losUnI with oar 
guards, 
Attempt to stem their progresa, tiM the arrival 
Of Omar with the troops. 

Mir. I haste, my lord. [Esi 

PaL Now, now, my hour's at hand! 
Hear'st Iboo those shooU, that rend the ambient air? 
See*st thou those glancing fires, that add new horrors 
'To the Bight's gloom ^— Fresh from thy mard'riiiy 

poniard, 
Mj latlier's spirit leads the vengeful shades 
Of all the wretches who!i thy sword has bateher'd! 

Jlfa^. What terror's this, that bangs upon her accents? 
I feel her yirtne, though 1 know her weakness. [Aside. . 

Pal. Thou ask'st mv love; go, seek it in the grave 
Of good Alcanor— Talk'st of grateful minds; 
Bid Zaphna pl^ad for thee, and I may hear thee: 
Till then thou art my scorn — May'st tboa, like me, 
Behold thy dearest blood spilt at thy feet. 
Mecca, Medina, all our Asian world, 
Join, join to drive the impostor from the earth. 
Blush at bis chains, and sliake them off in vengeaaee! 

Mah. Be still, my soul, nor let a woman's rage 
RuiBe thy wonted oslm. [^stife.]— Spite of thv hate 
Thou'rt lovely still, and charming even in madness. 

[A Shoutt and Noise of Fighting. 
My fair, retire— *nor let thy gentle soul 
Shake with alarms; thon'rt ray peculiar care: 
I go to quell this trail'rous insurreetiun, 
And will attend thee straight. 

Pal. No, tyrant, no ! 
I'll join my brotlier, help to head o^ur friends. 
And urge them on. [^ Sh0«t. 

Roll, roll your thunders, beav«n, and aid the storm ! 
Now^ hurl your lightning on the guilty head, 
And plead the oaase of injured inaoeenoe I Ihxit. 
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Enter All 

Mah. Wheooe, Ali, ihat sarpriae^ 

AU. My ro^al chief, 
Tiie foe prevails — ^Thy Iroopft, led on bv MiirraOy 
Are all cat off, and valiant Mir^an's self, 
Bv Zapbna slain, lies welt*rine in his blood : 
Tie guard, Uiat to onr arms should, ope the gates, 
Straok with the common frenzy, vow thy rum; 
And death and vengeance is the gen*ra] cry. 

Mah. Can Ali feiIrP Then, Mahomet, be thyself! 

Alu See, thy few friends, whom wild despair ' 
arm'cl, . 
But larm'd in vain, are come to die beside thee. 

Mah, Ye heartless traitors! Mahomet alone 
Shall be his own defender, and your guard 
Against the crowds of Mecca — Follow me ! 

Re-etUer Palmira, with Zaphn a, Pharon, CiU'. 

and the Body of Alcanor, on a fixer. 
Ha! 

Zaph. See, my friends, where the impostor sUodsj 
With head erect, as if he knew not guilt ; 
As if no tongne spake from Alcanor^ wound. 
Nor cali'd for vengeance on him ! 

M.ah. Impioos man ! 
Is't not enough to have spilt thy parent blood, ' 

But, with atrocious and blaspheming lips, ** ' 

DaHst thou arraign the substitute of heaven?. 

Zaph, The sobstitnle of heaven ! so is the sword. 
The pestilence, the famine — such art thou! 
Such are tlie blessings heaven has sent to man. 
By thee, its delegate! 
How cooldst thou damn as thus? 

MoA. Babbler, avaunl! 

Zaiph. Well thou upbraid'st me, for to parley with thee 
Half brands me coward. Oh, revenge me, friends! 
Revenge Alcanor's massacre! revenge 
Palmira's wrongs, and crush the rancorons monster! 

Mc^, Hear me, ye slaves'! born to obey my will — 
. PaL Ah ! hear him not^— fraud dwells apon his tongosl 
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k. Hato ttthee, fiend !—Ht! heaven! 
[Adwmees, reeli, and recUntt on hit Smard. 
oload is this 
hwarts opon my si{^t? My head grom» disy, 
inU unloose— sare, 'lis the stroke of fote! 
ma^ The poison work»— then triomph, Mahomet ! 

iAtide, 
^^Zaph. Off, off, base lethargy! 
"' Pal. Brother, dismay'd ! 
Jast ihon no power but in a gnilty oauie, 
f^ld only strenipth to be a parricide P 
^^Zaph, Spare that reproach — Come on — It will not be. 
[Hangt down hu SuMrd, and reelina on Photon, 

^06 croel power unnerves my willing arm, 
asta my resolves, and wein^lis me down to earth. 
Mah, Such be the fate of all who brave our law! 
Katnre and death have heard my voice, and now 
J^^ heaven be judge 'twixt 2«apbna and myself, 
And instant blast the gnilly of ihe two! 
Pal. Brother! Oh, Zaphna! 
Zaph, Zaphna, now no more. 
^ [iimk* down by Alcanor*s Body, and leant on the Bier ; 
Photon kneeit down unth him, and tttppottt him, 
Down, down, good Pharon — ^Tbou, poor injur'd oorse, 
May I embrace tliee? Won't thy pallid wound 
Purple anew at the unnatural touch, 
Vnd ooze fresh calls for vengeauoe? 
Pal. Oh, my brother! 

Zaph. In vain's the guiltless meanin||^ of my heart; 
High heaven detests th' involuntary cnme, 
And dooms fur parricide—Tlien tremble, tyrant! 
, If the Supreme can punish error thus. 
What new-invented tortures must await 
Thy soul, grown leprous with such foul oflfenoes! 
But soft — now fate and nature are at sirife — 
Sister, fiurewell 1 with transport should I quit 
This toilsome, periloos, delusive stage, 
But that 1 l.ave tliee on'i— leave thee, Palmira, 
Sxpoa'd to what is worse than fear can image— 
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Thai lyrantV meroy— Look on ber, heaven ! 

Goide her, and Oh !-r-~ [i)t«. 

Pcd, Think not, ye men of Mecca, 
This death inflicted by the hand of heaven; 
Tis he— that viper! 

Mah. Know, ye faithleaa wretohea ! 
Tis mine to deal the bolls of angary heaven ! — 
Behold them there; and let the wretch whadoobts. 
Tremble at 2Caphna*8 fate, and Icnow that Mahomet 
. Can read his thoofrhts, and doom him with a look. 
Go then, and thank your pontiff, and your|>rinoe, 
PoE each day's son he fj^ranU yon to behold. 
Hence, to your temples, and appease my rage! 

[The PecfU go of. 

Pal. Ah, stay ! my brother's marder'd by this tyranl! 
By poisop, not* by piety, he kills. 

Mah, Tis done— Thus ever be our law reoeiv'd ! 

Now, fair Palmira 

Pal. Monster! is it thus 
Thou raak'st thyself a Rod, by added crimes, 
And murders, justify 'd by sacrilege? 

Mah. Think, exquisite PaJraira, for thy sake. - ' 

Pal. Thou'st been tlie murderer of all my race. 
See where Alcanor, see where SCaphna lies! 
Do they not call for me tooj at thy hands? 
Oh that Ihev did!— But I can read thy thooghts; 
Palmira's sav'd tor something worse than death; 
This to prevent— Zaphna, 1 follow tlfee ! 

l&tabt herself with Zaphna*t Sword* 

Mah, What hast thou done? 

Pal. A deed of glory, tyrant! 
Thou'st left no object worth Palmira's eye. 
And when I shut out light, 1 shut out thee. [Diet, 

Mah. Farewell, dear victim of my bonndleas passion ! 
Oh, justice, justice! . , . . , 

In vain are glory, worship, and dominion! 
Allconq'roraslam, lamaslavo. 
And, by the world ador'd, dwell with the damn*d! 
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Mj crimes htirB planted soorpions in dit breast — 
Here, liere 1 feel them! Tis m vain to brave 
The host of terrors that invade mr sool — 
I roi^ht deoeire the world, mjself I cannot 

Alt. Be calm awhile, my lord ; think what yon are* 

Mah. Ha! what am 1? [Turns to the Bodies, 

Ye breathless fiunily ! 

Let yoar loadHsryioa^ woands sa;|r what I am ! 
Oh, snatch roe from that sijcht! qaiek,qaiok transportroe 
To nature's loneliest mansion, where the son 
Ne'er enter'd ! where the soond of human tread 
Was never heard — But wherefore^ still, I there. 
There still shall find myself— Ay, that's the hell !— 
Ill none on't!-: — [Draws his Suwrd. 

Aiu Heavens! help— hold him! [Ali, 4^. disarm him. 

Moh, Paltry dastards! » 

Yon fled the foe, but can disarm your master. 
Angel of death, whose power I've lonfi^ proolaim'd. 
Now aid me, if tiiou canst! — now, if tJioo canst, 
Draw the kind curtain of eternal nigbt» 
And shroud me from the horrors that beset me! 

[Exeunt Mahomet, ^c. 

Phar, Oh ! what a corse is life, when self-conviction 
Flings our ofienoes hourly in our face, 
And tnms existence torturer to itself I 
Here let the mad enthusiast turn his eyes. 
And see, from biffolry, what horrors rise! 
Here, in the blackest colours, let him read, *> 

That seal, by craft misled, may act a deed, > 

By which both innocence and virtue bleed. 3 

[Exeunt* 



EPILOGUE. 

ORl6IlfAI.LT SPOKEN BY MR. GARRICK. 

Long has the shameful license of the age 

With senseless ribaldry clis^rac*d the stage; 

So moch iudeoencies have ^n in vogue, 

They pleaded oostom in an epilogue ; 

As if the force of reason was a joke 

So heavy — they must ease it with a joke; 

Disarm the moral of its virtauus way» 

Or else the audience go displeajt'd away. 

How have I blush'd to see a trajcic tjoeeo 

With iil-tim'd mirth disj^race the well-wrote seenei 

From all the sad solemnity of woe 

Trip nimbly forth — to ridicule a beau ; 

Then, as the loosest airs she had been gleaning, 

Coquet the fan, and leer a double meaning! 

Shame on those arts that prostitute the bays! 

Shame on the bard who this way hopes for praise! 

The bold but honest author of to-niglit 

Disdains to please you if he please not right; 

If, in his weli-nieant scene you chance to tind 

Aught to ennoble or enlarge the mind, 

If ne has found the means, with honest u*t^ 

To fix the noblest wishes in the heart, 

In softer acoents to inform the fair 

How bright they look when virtue drops the tear, 

Enjov with friendly welcome the repast, 

And keep the heartfelt relish to the last. 
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THE MOCK DOCTOR, 

Taken from the Mbdecin malgrb lui of Mo- 
Here, was produced at Drory Lane in 1732. 

The songs (now all omitted as too coarse) were 
original; and in the dialogue Fielding is thought 
to haye imbibed the tme spirit of the French 
anthor. 

This farce, divested of numberless indelicacies. 
Is still frequently acted, and always a favourite; 
much more deservedly so, with submission to the- 
warm advocates for our old legitimate dramas, 
than when first performed. 

Were the author and translator living to see 
Mr. Bannister's performance of Gregory, it is pro- 
bable they would not think their farce worse sup- 
ported than at any part of the long period during 
which it has kept the stage. 
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ACT THB FIRST. 




SCENE I. A PTood. 
"Eoitcr D0RCA8 and Gregory. 

Ottg* I TELL 70a no, I wont comply ; and it is my 
Imrinete to talk, and to command. 

Dot, And I tell jon, yon shall conform to my will ; 
and that I was not married to yoo to suffer yoor ill 
homoiirs. 

Grtg, O the intolerable fatigue of matrimony ! Aris- 
totle oerer said a better things in his life, than when he 
told us, '< that a wife is worse than a devil.'' 

"Dw, Hear the learned gentleman, with his Aristotle. 

Crrc^g. And a learned man I am too. Find me oot a 
maker of faggols, that's able, like myself, to reason 
oi»on things, or that can boast saoh an edaoation as 
mine. 

Dw, An education ! 

Greg, Ay, hussy, a regular education ; first at the 
charity-school, where I learn'd to read ; then I waited 
on a geutfeeman al Oxford, where I learn'd — very near 
as much at my master \ from whence I attended a Ira- 
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vellinjf pbjrioian six years, onder the faoetions deno- 
loination of a Merry Andrew, where I leam'd pbjsic. 

Dor. O that thou hadat follow'd him still ! Ciirs'd be 
the hoar wherein I answered the parson « I will.'* 

Greg. And curs'd be the parson that ask'd me the 
question ! 

Dor. You have reason to complain of him indeed, 
who ought to be on your knees every moment return- 
ing thanks to heaven for that great blessing it sent you, 

when it sent you myself. 1 hope you have not the 

assurance to think you deservM such a wife as me? 

Greg. No, really I don't think I do. Come, come, 
it was a lucky day for you when you found me 



oat. 

Dor, Lucky indeed ! a fellow who eats every thing 
I have. 

Greg. That happens to be a mistake ; for 1 drink some 
part on'L 

Dor. Hiat has not even left me a bed to lie on. 

Greg. You'll rise the earlier. 

Dor. And who from morning till night is eternally 
in an alehouse. 

Greg. It's genteel ; the squire does the same. 

Dor. Pray, sir, what are yon willing 1 shall do with 
my family f 

Greg. Whatever you please. 

Ifor. My four little children, that are continaally 
crying for bread. 

Greg. Give 'em a rod I best cure in the world for 
crying children. 

D)>r. And do yon imagine, 8ot~-« 

Greg. Harkye, my dear, you know my temper is not 
over and above passive, and that my arm is extremely 
active. 

Dor. I laugh at your threats, poor beggarly, insolent 
fellow. 

Gregs Soft object of my wishing eyes, I shall plaj 
with your pretty «ars. 

Dor. Touch me if yon dare, yoa insolent, impodent, 
dirty, lazy, nsoally 
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Greg. Oh, ho, ho! yoa will hare it then, I find. 

IBeatther. 
Dor, O murder! morder! 

Enter Squire Robert. 

Squire R. What's the matter heref Fie upon yoo! 
fie apon yoa, neighbour, to beat your wite in this scan- 
dalous manner. 

Dor. Well, sir, and I have a mind to be beat, and 
what theu^ 

Sipiire R. O deai:, madam! I give my consent, with 
all my heaK and soul. 

Dor. What's that to you^ saucebox? Is it any busi- 
ness of yours-? ^ 

Sauire ft. No certainly^ madam. 

Dor. Here's an impertinent fellow for you, won't 
anffisr a husband to beat his own wife ! 

fiyuire A. Neighbour, I aslc your pardon hearlilr* 
lleve,4akeand thrash your wife ; beat her as yoii ought 
to do. 

Greif. No,4ir, I won't beat her. 

Squtre K. O, sir, that's another thing. 

Greg. rU beat her when I please, and will not beat . 
Iier when I do not please, she is my wife, and not 
yours. 

SouireR. Certainly. 

Dor. Give me the stick, dear husband. 

Squire ft. Well, if ever I attempt to part husband 
and wife again, may I be beaten myself. [£nt. 

Greg, (^me, my dear, let us be friends. 

Der. What, after beating me. so? ' 

Greg. Twas but in jest. 
. Dor. I desire '^ou wul crack your <jests on your ewn 
bones, not on mine. 

Greg. Pshaw 1 yoa'know yon and I are one, and 1 
lieat one half of myself when I beat ^ou. 

Dor. Yes, but for the future I desire you will beat 
the pther half of yourself. 

Greg. Come, my pretty dear, I ask pardon ; Tm sorry 
for^t 
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Dor, For onoe I pftrdon yoa. Bat jroo shaU paj 

for it. lAstde. 

Greg. Pshaw! pshaw! child, these are odIt little 
affairs, necessary in friendship j four or five good blows 
with a cadgel between jonr verv fond couples* only 
tend to heighten the affections. I'll now to the wood, 
*and I promise thee to make a hondred faggots before 1 
come home again. [Exit, 

Dor. If I am not revenged for lirose blows of yours ! 
— ^Oh, that I could but think of some method to be 
reTeng'd on him ! Hang the rogue, he's qaite insensible 
of ouckoldoffl. 

Enter Harrt and James. 

Harry. Were ever two fools sent on such a message 
as we are, in quest of a dnmb doctor? 

James. Blame year own cursed meaiory, that made 
yon forget his name. For my part, I'll travel through 
the world, rather than return withoat him; that were 
as much as a limb or two were worth. 

Harry. Was ever such a cursed misfbrtane! to lose 
the letter? I should not even know his name, if I were 
to hear it, 

Dor. Can I find no invention to be reTeng'd? — Hey- 
day! who are these? 

James. Harkye, mistress, do yon kniow where — ^where 
—where doctor What-d'ye-oall-him lives? 

Dor. Doctor who? 

James. Doctor— —doctor wbal*s his name? 

Dor. Hejr! what has the fellow a mind to banterne? 

Harry. Is there no phjrsioian faereabotts famoos for 
curing dumbness ? 

Dor. I fancy yo« have no need of svob a physician, 
Mr. Impertinence. 

Harry. Donl nnstake ns, good wonfean, we don't 
mean to banter you; we are sent by oar mailer, wboae 
daughter has lost her speech, for a certain pbyiieian 
who lives hereabouts ; we have lost oar direction, and 
'tis as moek as oor Uvea are worth to retom without 
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Dor. Tbere n one doctor htzy lives jtnt by, bat he 
has left off pnotiaiBg. Yoa wookl not g^et him a mile 
to »ve the lives of a thousand patients. 

James. Direct as but to him ; we'll bring him with 
QB one way or other, I warrant yoo. 

Uarnf. Ay, ay, well have him with as, thoogh we 
earnr him on oar backs. 

Dor. Ha! heaven has inspir'd me with one of the 
most admirable inventloos to be revenged on mj hang- 
dog! rAside}z 1 assore yoa, if you oao get him with 

you, he'll do yoor yoimg lady's basisess for ber; be's 
reckoned one of the best physicians in the world, espe- 
cially for dambness. 

Many. Prar tell ns where he lives. 

Dor. Voa*ll never be able to get him ont of his own 
lioase; bat if yoa watch hereabonts, you'll certainly 
meet with him, for he very often amoses himself here 
with catting wood. 

Harry, A physician cot wood ? 

James. I suppose he amases himself in searching 
after herbs, yoa mean ? 

Dor. No, he's one of tbe most extraordinary men in 
the world : he go^s dressed like a common clown ; for 
theire is nothing he so much dreads as to be known for 
a phyrician. 

Jamet. All yoar great men have some strange oddi- 
ties about 'em. 

Dor. Why he will suffer himself to be beat, before 
he will own himself to be a physician ; and I'll give 
yoa my word, yoo'll never make him own himself one, 
nnleas yon both take a ^ood cudgel, and thrash him 
into it; 'tis what we are ftll forced to do when we 
have any need of him. 

James. What a ridicnioos whim is heref 
-Dor. Very troe; and in so great a man. 

James. And is be so very skilfal a man? 

Dor. Skilful ! why he does miracles. About half a 
year ago, a woman was given over by all her physicians, 
nay, she had been dead some time ; when tins mat man 
came to her, as soon as be saw her, he poar d a little 
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drop of fometbiiig^ down her throat — lie Imd no sooner 
done it, than she got out of her bed, and walkM abont 
the room, as if there bad been nothing the matter with 
her. 

Bath. Oh, prodigious ! 

Dor. Tis not above three weeks ago, that a child of 
twelve years old fell from the top of the house to the 
bottom, and brek« its shall, ils^ arms, and 4c^ — Our 
physician was no sooner drabb'd into making him a visit, 
than iiaving mbb'd the child all over with a certain 
ointment, it got upon its Ieg8,;and ran away to play. 

Both, Oh, most wonderfoll 

Marry. Hey ! 'Gad, James, well^lrab bim oat of a 
pot of this ointment. 

James. But can be core dumbness? 

Dor. Dumbness-! why the carate of our parish's 
iwife was born domb, and the doctor, with a sort of 
wash, washed her tongoe till be set it a going, so that 
in less than a month's time she oatrtalkedher husband. 

Harry. This most be the very man we were sent 
after. 

Dar. Yonder is the very man I speak of. 

Jamet. What, that he yonder? 

Don The very same—He has spied as, and taken 
ap his bill. 

Jamet. CSome, Hacry, don't let as iose one moment. 
— Mistress, jronr servant ; we give you ten thonsand 
thanks for thia favoor. 

Dor. Be sure and make good nse of your sticks.- 

James. He shan't want that lExeunt. 

SGBNB II. Another Part cf the Wood. 
Gbsoobt discovered at Work. 
Greg. Pox on'tl 'tis moat confounded hot weatlier, 
Hey\ who have we here? 

Enter James and Harry. 
James. Sir, your most obedient humble servtnt. 
Greg, Sir, jroar servant. 
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James* We are mghtw happy in findinf^ yoa here. 

Gr^, Ay, like enough. 

James, Tis in year power, nr, to do as a very great 
favonr.— We oome, sir, to implore your assistance in a 
certain afikir. 

Greg, if it be in my power to rive yon any assis* 
tanoe, masters, I am very ready to do it. 
^ James, Sir, yoa are extremely obliging. Bnt, dear 
sir, let me beg yoa'd be cover'd ; the son wiH hurt your 
complexion. 

Harry. For heaven's sake, sir, be cover'd. 

Greg. These should be footmen by their dress, but 
ahoald be courtiers by their ceremony. [Aside. 

, James. Yoa must not think it strange, sir, that we 
eome thas to seek after you; men of yoor capacity 
miil be sougfht after by the whole world. 

Greg. Truly, gentlemen, though I say it, thatslioold 
not say it, I have a pretty good band at -a faggot. 

James. O dear nr! 

Greg, You may, perhaps, bay faggots cheaper other- 
where; hot if yon find such in ail this country, yoa 
shall have mine for nothing. To make bat one word 
then with you, yoa shall mve mine for ten shillings a 
hundred. 

Jemes. Don't talk in that manner, I desire yoa. 

Greg. I coald not sell 'em a penny -cheaper, if 'twas 
to my father. 

James. Bear sir, we know yoa very well ; don't jest 
with us in this manner. 

Greg, Faith, master, I am so mqch in earnest, that I 
can't bate one fiu-thing. 

James. O pray, sir, leare this idle disoonrse.-^Gan a 
person like yoo, amuse himself in this manner? Can a 
learned and famous physician, like von, try to disguise 
himself to the woria, and bury sacn fine talents in the 
woods? 

Greg, The fellow's a fool. [Aside. 

James. Let me entreat yoa, sir, not to dissemble 
with us. 

Harry, It is in vain, sir j w© know what you are. 
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Greg, Know wiiat joa are! wtwt do yoa know of 
me? 
James. Why, we know joa^ air, to be a very great 



pbysi( 



•eg. Physician in yonr teeth ! I a phyi»ioian ! 
The fit is c ' * ' • - " 



James, The fit is on him. [Asidel Sir, let me beseech 
you to conceal yourself no longer^ and oblige as to 
you know what. 

Greg. Devil take me, if I know wbat» sir. — ^But I 
know this, that I'm no physician. 

James. We most proceed to the usual remedy, I 
find. [Aside} ^And so yon are no physician ? 

Grig. No. 

James. You are no physician? 

Greg. No, I tell you. 

James. Well, if we must, we must {Th^ ^«at him, 

Greg. Oh, oh! gentlemen. gentlemen : wnatareyoo 

doing r I am 1 am whatever you please to liavo 

me. 

James. Why will yoa oblige us, sir^ to thisviolenee? 
ill you ' 



Uarry. Why will you force us to this trouble 
remedy? 

James. I assure you, sir, it gives me a great deal of 
pain. 

Greg. Iassureyou,sir,and8oitdoesme. But pray, 
gentlemen, what is the reason that you have a mind to 
make a physician of me ? 

James. What! do you deny your being a physician 
again? 

Greg. And the devil take me, if 1 am. 

Harry. You are no physician? 

Greg. May I be bang'd, if I am. [They 6e<t him} Ob ! 

—Oh! Dear gentlemen; oh! for lieaven's sake; 1 

am a physician, and an apothecary too, if you'll have 
me ; I bad rather be any thing than be knook'd o*tlie 
head. 

Jtanes. Dear sir, I am rejoic'd to see you come to 
your senses ; I ask pardon ten thousand times for what 
you have forced us to. 

Greg, Perhaps I am deoeiv'd myself,: and am a pby- 
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siciao withoat knowing it Bot, denr g«ntleiBen, are 
yon certain I'm a phjBioian ? 

James. Yet, the greatest pfavsician in the world. 

Greg, Indeed! 

Harry* A phyrioian that has oar'd all sorts of dis- 
tempers. 

Greg. The devil I have! 

James. That has made a woman walk aboot the room 
after she was dead six hours. 

Harry. That set a child apon its legs immediately 
after it had broke 'em. 

Jama. That made the curate's wife, who was dumb, 
talk faster than her hosband. 

Harry. Lookye, sir, yon shall have content; mj 
master will give yon whatever you will demand. 

Gre^. Shall I have whatever I will demand? 

James. Von may depend npon it. 

Greg. 1 am a physician wiihoot donbt — I had foivot 
it, bat I begin to recollect myself.— Well— and what 
is the distemper I am to care ? 

James. My yoong mistress, sir, has lost her tongue. 

Greg. The devil take me if I have found it — But 
come, j^entleraen, if I most ^ with yon, I mast have a 
physician's habit; for a physician can no more prescribe 
withoat a fall wig than without a fee. lEseunt. 



ACT THB SECOND. 




SCBNB I. Sir Jasper's House, 
Enter Sir Jasper and James. 

Sir J. Where is he ? Where is he? 

James. Only recruiting himself after his joomej. 
Yon need not be impatient, sir, for were my yoan|^ 
lady dead, he'd bring her to life again. — He makes no 
more of brining a patient to life, than other physi- 
cians do of killing him. 

Sir J. Tis strange so great a man should have those 
unaccountable odd humouni yon mentioned. 

James. Tis but a ffood blow or two, and he comes 
immediately to himself— ^Here he is. 

Enter .Gregory ami Harry. 
Harry. Sir, this is the doctor. 
Sir J, Dear sir, you're the welcomest man in the 
world. 
Oreg. Hippocrates says, we should both be eover'd. 
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Sir J, Ha ! does HippoontM say so? In what chapter, 
pray? 

Greg, In his chapter of hats. 

Sir J. Since HiI^oorate8 says so, I shall obey him. 

Greg. Doctor, after haying exceedingly travelPd in 
the highway of letters 

SirJ» Doctor! Pray whom do yon speak to? 

Greg. To yoo, doctor. 

Sir J, Ha, ha! 1 am a knight, thank the king's 

grace for it ; bat no doctor. 

Greg. Whaty you're no doctor? 

Sir J. No, upon my word. 

Greg. Yon're no doctor ? 

Sir J. Doctor! no. 

Greg, There—v'tis done. [Beats him. 

Sir J. Done ; in the deril's name, what's done ? 

Gn^. Why, now yoo are made a doctor of physio— 
I am sore it's aN the degrees I e?er took. 

Sir J, What devil of a fellow have yon brought here? 

Jame$, I told yon, sir, the doctor had strange whims 
with him. 

Sir J. Whims, qaotha! 'Egad, I shall bind his 

phyaicianship over to his good behavioor, if he has 
any more of these whims. 

Greg, Sir, I ask pardon for the liberty I have taken. 

Sir J. Oh ! it's very well, it's very well for once. 

Greg. I am sorry for those blows 

Sir J. Nothing at all, nothing at all, sir. 

Greg, Which I was oblig'd to have the honoar of 
laying on so thick upon yon. 

Sir J. Let's talk no more of 'em, sir My daugh- 
ter, doctor, is fallen into a very strange distemper. 

Greg, Sir, I %m overjoy'd to hear it: and I wish 
with ul my heart, yon and your whole family had the 
same occasion .for me as yonr daughter, to show the 
great desire I have to serve yoo. 

Sir J, Sir, 1 am obli^d to yoo. 

Greg. I asBore yoo, sir, I speak from the very bottom 
of my soul. 
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Sir J, 1 4o beliere joa, or, from the wtrj hottom of 
mine. 

Greg^ What is joar daogliter's naine i 

Sir J. Mj dangbter's name is Chariot. 

Qreg. Are yon sare she was chrislen'd Chariot? 

Sir J, No, sir, she was christenM Charlotla. 

Greg* Hum! 1 had rather she should have been 
christen'd Charlotte. Charlotte is a very good name 
for a patient ; and, let me tell jou, the name is often of 
as mnoh service to the patient as the physician is. 

Enter Charlotte. 

Sir J. Sir, mj daaghter's here. 

Greg. Is that my patient? Upon my word she carries 
no distemper in her conntenanoe ; ana I fancy a healthy 
yoong fellow would ut ver^ well upon her. 

Sir J. You make her smile, doctor. 

Greg. So mnch the better; 'tis a Ter^ good sign 
when we can bring a patient to smile ; it is a sign tlwt 
the distemper bc^ns to clarify, as we sayi — Well, 
child, what's the matter with you? What's yov di^ 
temper P 

Char. Han» hi, ho9, han. 

Greg, What do you say ? 

Char. Han, hi, han, hon. 

Greg. What, what, what? 

Char. Han, hi, hon«— - 

Greg. Han, hon, honin, ha! 1 don't understand a 

word she savs. Han, hi, honl .What the devil of a 
language is tnis? 

Sir J. Why, that's her distemper, sir. She's become 
dumb, and no one can assign the cause ; and thia dia- 
temper, sir, has kept back her marriage. 

Greg. Kept back her marriage ! Why so? 

Sir J. Because her lover refuses to have her till she's 
oor'd. 



Greg. O lud! was ever sooh a fool, that woiUd not 

have Gis wife dumb! Would to heaven my wife 

was dumb, I'd be far from desiring to cure her.«— Does 
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this divteuiper, tku bwi, hi, Hon, opprets her verjr 
mochf 

Sir J, Yes. tar, 

Greg, So macb the better. Has she aoj great pains ? 

Sir J, Very great. 

Greg, That's just as I wootd have it. Oive me joar 
iiand, child. Hum— ba — a verj damb pulse indeed. 

Sir J, Yoa bare guessed her distemper. 

Greg* At, sir, we great physicians know a distemper 
immediatery : 1 know some of the college would call 
this tlie boree, or the ooapee, or the sitikee, or twenty 
jother distempers^ bat I give yon my word, sir, yonr 

daughter is nothing more than dnmb So Vd liave 

yon be very easy, for there is nothing else tlie matter 

with her If sue were not dumb, she would be as 

well as f am. 

Sir J. But 1 should be glad to know, doctor, from 
whence her dumbness proceeds ? 

Greg. Nothing so easily accounted for. Her 

dumbness proceeds from her having lost her 8|)eecb. 

Sir J. But wfienoe, if yoa please, proceeds her hav- 
ing lost her speech ? 

. Greg. All our best authors will tell yoa, it is the 
impediment of the actien of the tongue. 

Sir J. But if you please, dear sir, yonr sentiments 
vpop that impediment 

Greg^ Aristotle has upon that sofcgeot said very fine 
thinp: very fine things. 

Sir J. I believe it, doctor. 

Greg. Ah ! b^ was a great man, he was indeed a very 

great man. A man, who upon that snbject was a 

man that But to return to our reasoning: I hold 

Ibat this impediment of the action of the tungne is 
caused by certain bumoars which our great physicians 

call humours humours Ah! yoa understand 

iiatia? 

Sir J. <Not in the least 

Greg. What, not understand LAtin? 

Sir J, No, indeed, doctor. 
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Greg. So mach the belter. lAride] Gabricias arci 
thurain oalhalimaB, singtilariler nom. Hsec musa liio, 
haec, boo, genitiTo bujos, faaDc, bapo magae. Bonus, « 
bona, bonam. Estne oratio Latious? Etiam. Quia 
sabstantivo et adjeciivuin conoordatin generi nnmerum 
et oasus, sio dicunt, aiunt, praedioant, olamilaat, et sinii* 
libas. 

Sir J. Ab ! wby did I neglect mj atodies. 

Greg. Besidei, sir, certain spinta passing from tbe 
left side, which is the seat of the liver, to tbe right, 
which is the seat of the heart, we find tbe longs, whidi 
we call in Latin, whiskeros, baring communication 
with the brain, which we name in Greek, jackbootos, 
by means of a hollow vein, which we call in Hebrew, 

Seriwiggns, meet in the road with the said spirits, which 
11 the ventricles of tbe omotaplasmos, and becaase the 

said homoors have You comprehend me well^ sir ? 

And becanfte the said hamoars have a certain malignity 
-*— 'Listen seriously, 1 beg yon. 

Sir J. I do. 

Gre^. Have a certain malignity that is eaosed— Be 
attentive, if you please. 

5ir J. lam. 

Greg. Hiat is oans'd, I say, by the acrimony of tlie 
homonrs engendered in the concavity of tlie diaphragm ; 
thence it arises, that these vaponrs, propria .quae mari- 
bos tribniHitur, mascola dicas, i|t snnt divorom. Mars, 
Bacchus, Apollo, virorum. — ^Tfais, sir, is the cause of 
your daughter's being dumb. 

Harry. O that I had but his tongue! 

Sir J. It is impossible to reason better, no doobt. 

But, dear sir, there is one thing. 1 always thought, 

till now, that the heart was on the left side, and the 
liver on the rig^bt. 

Gr^, Av, Mr, so tbey were formerly, but we have 
obang^ all that. The college at present, sir, pro- 
ceeds upon an entire new method. 

Sir J, I ask yoor pardon, sir. 

Greg, Ob, sir! there's no harm; you're not obKg'd 
to know so much as we do. 
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Sir J. Very trae ; but, doctor, what woidd jon ba?6 
done witb my dftuj^hter ? 

Greg. WUftl wookl I iwTe done with her? Why, my 
advice is, that yoo immediately pat her into a bed 
warm'd witb a brass warming-pan-: oaoae her to drink 
one qaart of spring water, nix'd with one pint of 
bnuidU, six Seville oranges, and three onnoes 4>f the 
best dooblo-refin*^ sogar. 

Sir J, Why, thiti is panch, doctor. 

Greg. Panch, sir! Ay, sir; — —And what's better 

Uian panch to make people talk? — Never tell me of 

yonr inleps, yoor gmels, your— yoar--this, aad that, 

and t'otlier; which are only arts to keep a patient in 

' hand a long time. — I love to do business all at once. 

Sir J, Doctor, I ask pardon ; yea shall be obe^d. 

[Gtvei Aim Moneys 

Greg, ril return in the evening, and see what effect 
it has bad on her. Sir Jasper, let me tell you, it were 
not amiss if yoa yoorself took a little lenitive physic; 
I shall prepare something for yon. 

Sir J, Ha, ha, ha! No, no, doctor; I hafe etcaped 
both doctors and distempers hitherto, and I am resoiv'd 
the distemper shall pay roe the first risit 

Greg. Say yoa so, sirP Why then if I can get no 
more patients here, I must even seek 'en elsewhere ; 
and so humbly beggo te domine donitii Teniam 
gonndi foras. 

Sir J. Well, this is a physician of' vast capadtT> bot 
of exceeding odd hnmoors. [£fftt. 

SCENB II. The Street. 
Enter Leandeb. 
Lean, Ah, Charlotte! thou hast no reason to appre- 
hend my ignorance of what Ihon endurest, since I can 
so easily gness thy torment by my own. — Oh how much 
more justifiable are my fears, when yoo have not only 
the command of a parent, but the temptation of fortune 
to allure you! 
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Enter Gregory. 

Greg* Upon iiij word, Ibis is a good begfiniiiog ; and 

since 

Lean. I have waited for 700, doctor, a long time* 
I'm come to beg joor assistance. 

Greg* Ay, jon have need of assistance indeed! 
What a pulse is here! What do 700 out o'voor bed? 

[FeeU his Pulse. 

Lean, Ha, ha, ha! doctor, you're mistaken; I am 
not sick, 1 assure you. 

Greg. How, sir! not sick? Do you think I don't 
know when a man is sick, better than he does himself? 

Lean, Well, if I have any distemper, it is the love 
of that young lady, your patient, from whom you just 
jiow came , and to whom if you can convey me, I swear, 
dear doctor, I shall be effectually cur'd. 

Greg. Do you take jue for a pimp, sir? a physician 
for a pimp? 

Lean. Dear sir, make no noise. 

Greg. Sir, I will make a noise ', you're an imperti- 
nent CnIow. 

Lean. SoftI v, good sir ! 

Greg. I shall snow you, sir, that I'm not such a sort 
of a person, and that you are an insolent, saucy— J Leon- 
der gioes a Purse] — I'm not speaking to you, sir; but 
there are certain impertinent fellows in the world, that 

take people for what they are not which always 

puts me, sir, into such a passion, that 

Lean. I ask pardon, sir, for the liberty I have taken. 

Greg. O dear sir! no offence in the least. Pray, 

sir, how am I to serve yon ? 

Lean. This distemper, sir, which yon are sent for to 
core is feign'd, and is an invention of Charlotte's to 
deliver her from a matoh sIm dislikes. 

Greg. Hum ! — suppose you wer6 to disguise your^ 
self as an apothecary ? 

Lean. I'm not very well known to her father, there- 
fore believe I may pass upon him securely. 
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Greg. Go then, disguise yonrself immediatelj ; I'll 
wait for joo iiece. — Hal melhinks I see a patient. 

[£xt( Leander, 
Enter Dorcas. 

Dor, Vm like to pay severely for my froUe, if I have 
lost my husband b^ it. 

Greg. Ob, physic and matrimony! my wife! What 
evil stars, in the devil's name, have sent her hither? If 
I oonld bot peraoade her to take a pill or two that I'd 
^ve Iwr, I should be a physician to some purpose. — 
Gome hider, shild, lela me feela joar pulse. 

Dor. What have you to do with my pulse? 

Greg, I am de French physicion, my dear; and I am 
to feela de pulse of de pation. 

Dor. Yes, but I am no pation, sir; nor want no phy- 
ricion, good Dr. Ragon. 

Greg. Begar, you most be put-a to bed, and taka de 
peel : me sal give yon de lille peel dat sal cure you, aa 
yon nave more distempre den evere were hered off. 

Dor. What's the matter with the fool? If you feel 
my pnlse any more, I shall feel your ears for you. 

Greg. Begar, yoo must taka de peel. 

Dor, Begar, I shall not taka de peel. 

Greg, ru take this opportunity to try her. [Aside"] 
— Maye dear, if yoa will not letta me oora you, you 
sal oora me; yoa sal be my physicion, and 1 will give 
yoo de fee. lUolds out a Purse. 

Dor. Ay, my stomach does not go against those pilb;. 
and what most I do for your fee? 

Greg. Oh, begar! me vill show yoo, me vill teaoba 
you wbat yoo sal doe; yoo most come kissa me now, 
yoo must come kissa me. 

Dor. [Kisses him] As I live, my very hang-dog I I've 
disooverd him in good time, or be bad di«cover'd me. 
[ilsuitf] — Well, doctor, and are you cnr'd now? 

Greg, I shall make myself 'a cuckold presently, 
[iistdej — Dis is not a propre place, dis is too public : 
for sod any one pass by wuile I taka dis physic, it vill 
preventa de opperalion. 

Dor» Wbat physic, doctor? 
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Greg, In joor ear, dat. [Wluspers. 

Dot. And in jrour ear, dat, sirrah. [Bming his Ear, 

Greg. What, my dear wife ! Oh, TJl be even with 

her for this. lAside. 

Enter Helebore. 

HeL Are not yon tbe|;reat dootor, joat cone to this 
town, 80 famouB for curing dumbness? 

Greg. Sir, 1 am he. 

HeL Then, sir, I should be glad of yoor advice. 

Greg. Let me feel yoiir pulM. 

Hel Not for mjself, gocKi doctor; I am mvself, sir, 
a brother of the faculty, what the world calls a mad 
doctor. I have at present under my care, a patient 
whom I can bv no means prevail with to speak. 

Greg. T shall make him speak, sir. 

UeL It will add, sir, to tlie great reputation you 
have already acquir'd, and I am happy in finding you. 

Greg. Sir, I am as happy in finding you. You see 
that woman there; she is possess'd with a more strange 
sort of madness, and imaj|pnes every man she sees to 
be her husband. Now, sir, if yon will but admit her 
into your house 

HeL Most willingly, sir. 

Greg. The first thing, sir, you are to do, is to let eut 
thirty ounces of her blood ; then,, sir, you are to shave 
oif all her hair, all her air, sir ; after which you are to 
make a very severe use of vour rod twice a day ; and 
take a particular care that sue have not the least allow- 
ance beyond bread and water. 

HeL Sir, I shall readily agree to the dictates of so 
great a man ; nor can I help approving of your method, 
which is exceeding mild and wholesome. 

Greg. My dear, that gentleman will conduct you to 
my lodging. [To Dorcas] Sir, I beg you will take a 
partioalar care of the lady. [To Helebore, 

Hel, You may depend on't, nr, nothing in my power 
shall b« wanting: yon have only to inquire for Dr. 
Helebore. 

Dor, Twon't be long before I see you, husband? 
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HeL Husbud ! this is at onaccoantable a madness 
as anj I have jet met with. 

[Exeunt HeUbore and Dorcas. 

Reenter Lbander. 

Greg. I think I shall be reveng'd of joo now, my 
dear.— —86, sir. 

Lean, I think I make a pretty good apotheoarj now. 

Greg» Yes, fidtb, joo're almost as good an apothe- 
cary as I'm a physieian ; and if yon please, 1*11 convey 
yon to the patient 

Lean, Ifl did bat know a few physical hard words — 

Greg. A few physical hard words! why, in a few 
hard words consists the science. Would yon know as 
mach as the whole faoolty in an instant, sir? Come 
along, come along. — Hold, let me go first; the doctor 
most always go before the apothecary. lExeunt, 

SCENE III. Sir Jasper's Hotue. 
Enter Sir Jasper, Charlotte, and Maid. 
Sir J. Has she made no attempt to speak yet? 
Maid. Not in the least, sir; so far from it, that as she 
nsed to make a sort of a noise before, she is now quite 
mlent. 

Sir J. ILooh at hit Watch] Tis almost the time the 
doctor promised to retom. 

Enter Gregory and Lbander. 
Oh ! he is here. Doctor, yoor serrant. 

Gr^, Well, sir, how does my patient? 

Sir J, Rather worse, sir, since year prescription. 

Greg. So mach the better, 'tis a sign that it ope- 
rates. 

Sir J, Who is that gentleman, pray, with yoa? 

Greg. Aji apothecary, sir. Mr. Apothecary, I desire 
yoa would immediately apply what I prescribe. It is, 
sir, a great and sobtfo question among the doctors, 
wbetber women ace more easy to be cored than men* 
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I beg joD woold attend to this, sir, if joa please.—— 
Some say, no; others saj, jes; and for my part, I sajr 
both yes and no ; forasm'uch as the incongruity of the 
opaqae humoors that meet in the natural temper of 
women, are the eause that the bnital pari will always 
prevail over the semible. One sees that the ineqaality 
of their opinions cfepends on the black movement of 
the circle of the moon ; and as the son, that darts bis 
rays upon the concavity of the earth, finds 

Char, No, I am not at all capable of ohanging mj 
opinion. 

Sir J. My daoghter speaks ! my daaghler speaks ! 
Oh, the great power of pb vsic ! Oh, the admiFable phy- 
sician ! How can I reward thee for such a service? 

Greg, This distemper has given me a most insoffer- 
able deal of trouble. 

ITraverset the Staee in a great Heat, Leander 
following. 

Char, Yes, sir, I have recovered my speech ; bat I 
have recover*d it to tell yon, that I never will have any 
husband but Leander. 

[Speaks with great Eagerness, and drives Sir Jas- 
per round the Stage, 

Sir J. But 

C^^. Nothing is capable to shake the resolution I 
have taken. 

Sir J. What? 

Char. Your rhetoric is in vain; all your discourses 
signify nothing. 

Sir J. I 

Char. I am determined ; and all the latliers in the 
world shall never oblige me to marry contrary to my 
inolinatiens. 

Sir J J I have 

Char, I never will submit to this tyrannv; and if I 
" I a maid. 



t not have the man I like, I'll die i 
Sir J. You shall have Mr. Dapper. 
Greg. There, sir, there, I think we have brought her 
tongue to a pretty tolerable eooaisteiicy. 
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Sir J, CoDBistenoj. qootha! why, there if no stop- 
ping her tongae.— Dear doctor, I desire joo woaid 
make her domb again. 

Greg, That's impossible, sir; all that I can do to 
serve jou is, I can make jou deaf, if joo please. 

Sir J. And do jou think 

Char, AJl jour reasoning shall nerer conquer mj 
resolation. 

Sir J. Yon shall marry Mr. Dapper this evening. 

Char. I'll be boried first 

Greg. Staj, sir, staj ; let me regulate this affair ; it 
is a mistemper that possesses her, and I know what 
remedy to applj to it. 

iSir J. Is It possible, sir, that you can cure the dis- 
tempers of the mind? 

Crreg. Sir, I can cure any thing. Harkye, Mr. Apo- 
thecary, yon see that the love she has for Leander is 
enlire(y contrary to the will of her father, and that 
there is no time to lose, and that an immediate remedy 
is necessary :' for my part, I know of but one. which is 
a dose of porgatire rnnning-away. mixed with two 
drachms of pills matrimoniac. Perhaps she will make 
some dilRcolty to take them; but as you are an able 
apothecary, I shall trust to you for the success. Go, 
make her walk in the gardea: be sore lose no time; to 
the remedy quick, to the remedy speci$c. 

lExeunt Leander and Charlotte. 

Enter Dorcas. 

Dor. Where is this villain, this rogue, this pretended 
phvsician? 

Sir J. Hey-day ! what, what, what's the matter now? 

Dor, Oh, sirrah! sirrah! would you have, destroy 'd 
■ yonr wife, you villain ? Would you have been guilty 
of murder, dog ? 

Gree. Hoity-toity! What mad woman is this ? 

Sir J, Poor wretch! For pity's sake cure her, doc- 
tor. 

Greg. Sir, I shall not care her, unless somebody gives 
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me a fee. If 70a will ^ive me a fee, sir Jasper, joo 
shall see me cure her this instant. 
Dor, Fll see you, joa villain. Core me? 

Enter James. 

James, Oh, sir! undone! undone! your daughter is 
run away with her lover, Leander, who was here dis- 
'disgfuisM like an apothecary ; and this is the rogoe of 
a physician who has oontriv-'d all the affair. 

Sir J. How! am I abus*d in this manner? Here, who 
is there? Bid my clerk bring pen, ink, and paper; 1*11 
siend this fellow to jail immedialely. 

James, Indeed, my good doctor, you stand a very 
lair chance to be hang'd for stealing an heiress. 

Greg. Yes, indeed, I believe I shall take my degrees 
now. 

Dor. And are they going to bang you, my dear fans* 
band? 

Greg. You see, my dear wife. 

Dor, Had you finished the faggots, it bad been some 
eonsolatiou. 

Greg. Leave me, or you'll break my heart. 

Dor. No, IMl stay to encourage you at yonr death — 
nor will I budge an inch till I've seen you hang'd." 

Re-enter Leander and Charlotte. 

Lean. Behold, sir, that Leander, whom you had for- 
bid your bouse, restores your daughter to your power, 
even when he had her in Us. J will receive her, sir, 
only at your hands. — I have received letters, by which 
I have leam'd the death of an nncle, whose estate ht 
exceeds that of your intended son-in-law. 

Sir J. Sir, yonr virtue is beyond all estates, and I 
give you mv daughter with all the pleasure in the 
world. May I teg to know whether you are a phy- 
sician or not— -or what the devil you are? 

[To Gregory. 

Greg. I think, sir, after the miraculous cure yoa 
have seen me perform, you have no reason to ask whe- 
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tfaer I am a pbjucian or no. And for jon, wife, I'll 

benoeforlh have joa behave with ail deferenoe to mj 
greatness/ 

Din-. Why, thou puff'd-ap fool, I ooold have made 
as good a pbjsioian mjself ; the care was owing to the 
apothecary, not the doctor. [Exeunt, 



EPILOGUE. 

Well, ladies, pray how goes oar doctor down? 

Shall be not ern be sent for up to town? 

Tis soch a pleasant and audactous rogoe. 

He'd ha?e a humming chance to be in vogae. 

What, though no Greek or Latin hetsommand, '^ 

Since lie can talk what none can understand? > 

Ah ! there are many such physicians in the land. 3 

And what, though he has taken no d^ees. 

No doctor here can better take — his fees. 

JLet none his real ignorance despise. 

Since he can feel a pulse, and iSok extremely wise. 

Though, like some quack, he shine out in newspapers* 
He is a rare physician for the vapours. 
Ah! ladies, in that case he has more knowledge 
Than all the ancient fellows of the college. 
Besides, a double calling he pursues, 

He writes you bills, and brings joo ^billet-doux. 

Doctors, with some, are in small estimation, 
But pimps, aU own, are useful to the nation. 
Physic now slackens, and now hastens death ; 
Pimping's the surest way of giving breath. 
How many maids, who pine away their hours. 
And droop, in beauteous spring, like blasted flow'rs, 
Had still survived, had they our doctor known ; ^ 

Widows, who grieve to death for husbands gone, > 
And wi?es, who die for husbands living on, j 

Would they our mighty doctor's art essay, 

rd warrant he would put 'em in a way. 

Doctors, beware, should once this quack take root, 
'Bgad, he'd force you all to walk on foot I 
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MISS IN HER TEENS, 

Taken from La Parianeime of D'Ancourt, wai 
first acted at Coveut Garden in 1747. It may be 
readily conc^eiyed that the inimitable performances 
of two such actors as Mr. Garrick and Mr. Wood- 
ward, in the characters of Fribble and Captain 
FUuhf woald have stamped with celebrity a farce 
of much less hamonr than Miss in hbA Teens, 
which had a very successful run. The parts of 
S^ Siman Ijoveit and the Aunt, mentioned in (he 
original list of characters, have been latterly omit^ 
ted, a« no way necessary to the piece. 



PROLOGUE. 

WRITTEN BT A FRIEND. 

Too long has faroe, negleoting natare's laws, 
Debas'd the staji^, and wrong'd the comio cause ; 
To raise a laagh has been her sole pretence. 
Though dearly uarchas'd at the price of sense ; 
This child of foilj gain'd increase with time; 
Fit for the place, succeeded pantomime; 
ReTivM her honours, joioM her mojtlej band. 
And song and low conceit o'er-ran the land. 

More gen*rous views inform our author's breast. 
From real life his characters are drest; 
He seeks to trace the passions of mankind. 
And while he spares the person, paints the miqd. 
In pleasing contrast he attempts to show 
The vapVine bully, and the fribbling beau> 
Gowaros alike, that full of martial airs. 
And this as tender as the silk he wears. 
Proud to divert, not anxious for renown, 
Oft has the bard essay'd to please the town ; 
Your full applause ont-paici his little art, 
He boasts no merit but a grateful heart ; 
Pronounce your doom, he'll patiently submit, 
Ye sovereign judges of all works of wit! 
To yon the ore is brought, a lifeless mass. 
You give the stamp, and then the coin may pass.- 

Now whether judgment proippt j^on to fo^ive. 
Whether yoa bid this trifling offiipring live. 
Or with a frown shall send the sickly thing 
To sleep whole ages under dulness' wing ; 
To your known candour we will always trust. 
You never were, nor can yon be, unjust 



DRAMATIS PERSONS. 

Ai vrigimaaf tuHed, 1747. JDntry Lmu, \§», 

Sir Simon Lweit, . Mr. 'Duwell. [Omitted.] 

Captain Loveit, . . Mr.Havard. Mr. BurtleY. 

Fribble . Mr. Garrick. Mr. Roiisell. 

Flask Mr. Woodward. Mr. R. Phlmer. 

Puff Mr. Yates. Mr. Purser. 

Jagper Mr. Blakes. Mr. Fisher, 

JUitt Biddy .... Mrs. Green. Mrs. Jordan. 

Aunt Mrs. Gross. [Omitted.] 

Tag. ........ Mrs. Clive. Mrs.Harlowe. 



ACT THE FIRST. 




SCENB I. A Street, 
Enter Captain Loveit and Puff. 

Capt. L, X^His is tbe place we were directed to ; and 
now, Pufl^ if I can get no intelKgenoet>f Iwr, what will 
become or me ? » . 

Puff, And me too, rir — You mast oonsider I am a 
married man» and can't bear fatigue as I have done* 
Bot pray, sir, ithty did 70a leave tbe army so abruptly, 
and not ||^ve me time to fill my knapsack with common 
neeessanes? Half a dosen shirts and your regimentals 
are my whole cargo. 

Cb^. L, I was wild to get away ; and as soon as I 
obtain'^l my leave of absence, I thought every moment 
an age 'till I returned to the place wtere I first saw this 
young, charming ionoeent, bewitching creature. 

Pt^. With fifteen thousand pounds for her fortune 

Strong motives, I must confess. — And now, sir, as 

you are pleased to say you must depend o||ion my care 
and abilities in this amur, I Ibiuk I have a just right to 
be acquainted with tbe partioulars of your passion, that 
I may be the better enabled to serve you. 
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Capt. L. Yon shall have 'em. When I first left 

the onWersitj, which is now seven months since, my 
lather, who loves his money better than his son, and 
would not settle a fiirthing npon ^me 

Puff. Mine did so by me, sir-«^ 

Copt. L. Parchas'd me a pair of colours at my own 
re<}uest; but before I join'd the rej^iment, which was 
going abroad, I took a ramble into the country with a 
fellow collegian, to see a relation of his who tired in 
Berkshire. 

Puff. A partjT of pleasure, I suppose. 

CapU L, Dnring^a short stay there i became aconainted 
with this young creature; she was just come from the 
boarding-school, and thougU she had all the simplicity 
of her age and tne country, yet it was mix'd with such 
sensible vivacity, that I took fire at once. 

Puff, I was tuifier. myseJf at your age. But pray, 
sir, md you take fire before yon knew of her fortune r 

Capt. L. Before, upon my honour. > 

Puff, Folly and constitution — But on, sir. 

Capt, L. I was introduced to the family bv the name 
of Rhodophil (for so ray companion and I had settled 
it) ; at the end of three weeks I was obliged to attend 
the call of honour in Flanders. 

Puff. Your parting, to be inre, was heart-break- 
ing. 

Capt, L. I feel it at this instant We vow'd eter- 
nal constancy, and I promised to take the first oppor- 
tunity of returning to her : J did so ; but we fooaa the 
house was shut up; and all the information, you know, 
that we could get from the neighbouring cottage was, 
that miss and her aunt were remov'd to town, and liv'd 
•omewhere near this part of it. 

Puff. And now we are goi to the pla^ie of action, 



propose your plan of operation. 



M^ father lives bnt in the next street, so I 
most'decamp immediately for fear of discoveries; yon 
are not known to be my servant, so make what inquiries 
^on can in the neighbonrhoody and I shall wait «t the 
Ilia for your intelligenoe. 
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Fuff. Ill fMOrole kerMboiits, tnd exMsine all tiiftt 
paM; hnt ^'vo forgot the word» air-^niH Biddy-* 

Copt. I*. Bellatr. 

Pttjf. A Toang ladj of wit, beaotj, and fifteen thou- 
fand pooMs fortune ^Bot, ti r 

C<^. L. What do jon saj, PoffP 

P«j^'. If yoar bonoar pleajMsa to oomider that I had 
a wile in town^ whom I left Mmiewfaat abroptiy half a 
jrear a^, joa*\\ think it, I beliere, bat decent to make 
•ome inc|nirj afler her first: U> be sone it woold be 
some small consolation to roe to know whether the 
poor woflMH is Uiriog, or haa made awaj with herself, 
or 

Capt. L, IVjftbee don't distract me; a moment's de- 
lay is of the otmost consequence ; I matt insist npou 
an immediate oomplianoe with my commands. [kxiU 

Pufi'. The devira in these fiery yonng fellows ; they 
think of nobody *8 wants bat their own. Ife does not 
consider that I am flesh and blood as weU as himself. 
However, I may kill two birds at once ; for I shan't be 
surprised if I meet my lady iralking the st reets ■ But 
who have we here? Sore I should know that face. 

Enter Jasper from a House* 
Who's that? My old acquaintance, Jasper? 

Jas. What, Puff! are yon here? 

Puff. My dear friend f WeN, and now, Jasper, still 
easy and happy ! Toi^ours le m^me !-— ^ What intrigues 
now? What i^rls have yon roin'd, and what oackolds 
made, since yon and I beat up tofether, eh ? 

Jag, Faith, Jbosiness bath been very brisk during the 
war ; men are scarce, yon know ; not that 1 can say I 
ever wanted amusement in tbe worst of times— Bat 
harkye. Pa*-;:- 

Puff, Net a word aloud, I am incognito. 

Jag. Why, fiuth, I should not have known you, if jron 
V had not spoke first ; you seem to be a little en dishabille 
too, as well as imMMpito. Whom do yon honour with 
your service now ? An yon from the wars? 



N 
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Puf. Piping hot, I aasare yoa; fire siHi smoke will 
tarniMi ; a oied that will go into sooh sernoi an I baire 
been in, will find 'his clothes the worse for wear, take 
my word for it: Bat how is it with joa, friend Jasper? 
What yoQ still serve, I see? Yoa live at that hoose, I 
suppose? 

Jas, I don't absolatelj live, bat I am most of mj 
tine there ; I hare witmn these two months entered 
into the servioe of an old gentleman, who hired a 
reputable servant, and dressed him as you see, became 
he has taken it into his head to (all in love. 

Pujf, False appetite and second childhood! Bat 
pr*? thee what's the object of his passion ? 

Jas. No less than a virgin of sixteen, I assure joo. 

Puff, Oh, the toothless old dotard ! 

Jas. And he mumbles, and plays with her till bis 
mouth waters ; and then he chuckles till he cries, and 
calls it his Bid and his Bidsy, and is so foolishly fond — 

Puff. Bidsy! what's that> 

Jas, Her name is Biddy. 

Pujf. Biddy! What miss Biddy Bellair? 

Jas. The same. 

Puff. I have no luck, to be sure, [iln^fel— — Oh ! I 
have heard of her; she's of a pretty good mmily, and 
has some fortune, I know. But are things settled? Is 
the marriage, fix'd? 

Jas. Not%bsolately ; the giri, I believe, detests him ; 
but her aunt, a very good, prodent, old lady, has gi^mi 
her consent, if he can gain ner niece's; how it wiuend 
I can't tell ^bnt 1 am hot upon't myself. 

Puff. The devil! not marriage, I hope, 

Jas. That is not yet determined. 

Puff. Who is the lady, pray? 

Jas. A maid in the same family, a woman of honour. 
I assure yon : she has one husband already, a scoondrel 
sort of a fellow that has run away from lier, and listed 
for a soldier; so towards the end of the campaign she 
hopes to have a certificate he's knock'd o'th' h«ul : if 
not, I suppose we shall settle matters another way. 
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Puff. Well, speed tbe ploo|;ii. — Bot, harkye, oon- 
MiiBinate wjllioat tbe oertinoate, if joa can — keep your 
neck oat of the collar— do — I have wore it tbeie two 

jean, and damnablj gallM I am. 

Jof . rU take your advice ; bot I moat nni away to 
ny master, who will be impf^ent for an answer to hia 
mesaage «^h I have jost deiivered to tbe jomnz lady ; 
so, dear Mr. PaiT, I am your most obedient nmnme 
servant. 

Puff. And I mast to oor affenVs for my arrears. If 
yon have an boar to spare, yoa*!! hear of me at Geonre's, 

or the Tilt-yai;d. ^An revoir, as we say al>road. [£zit 

Jatper] Thus we are as civil and as false as oor betters ; 
Jasper and I were always the bean monde exactly ; we 
ever hated one another heartily, yet always shake Imnds 
-~«— Bot now to my master, with a bead full of news 
and a heart foil of joy. [Going, stairU. 

Angels and minislers of grace defend me! 
It can't be! By heav'ns, it is that fretful porcupine, my 
wife! I can't stand it; whatshal| Ido? I'll try toavoid 
her. 

Enter Tao. 
Toff. It mast be he ! I'll swear to the rogoe at a mile's 
distance ; he either has not seen me, or won't know me ; 
if I can keep my temper I'll try him farther. Pray, 

good sir, if I may be so bold 

Puff 1 have nothing for yoo, good woman ; don't 
trooble me. 

Tag, If voor honoor pleases to look this way 

Puff, llie kingdom is over-mn with beggars; I 
soppose the last 1 gave to has sent this; bat f have no 
more loose silver abont me, so pr'ythee, woman, don't 
disturb me. 

Ttfg. I can hold oot no longer; oh, yoo villain, yoo ! 

Where have yoo been, scoandrel? IJo you know me 

now, varlet? [Seinet him. 

Puff. Here watch, watch; aoonds I shall have my 

pocket pick'd. 

Tag, Own me this minote^ hang^dog, and confess 
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•rery thiiig, lor by the nge of an injured woman, I'll 
faise ap tlu neigbbonrhood, UirotUe yon, and send you 
tolifewgate. 

Puff, Amazement! what, my own dear Tag! Come 
to my armfl» and let me press yoo to mv heart, tbat- 
pants for thee, and only thee» my troe and la^fet wife 
Now my stars have oyer-paid me for the fiiti|pie 
and dangler of the field ; 1 have wandered about like 
Achilles in search of fiuthfiil Penelope, and thb {rode 
have brought me to this happy spoL [Embraeesner^ 

Tag. The fidlow's orack'd, for certain ! Leave yoar 
bomMstic stuff, and tdl me, rascal, why yon left me, 
and where yon have been these six montlis, eh? 
• Puff, We*ll resorve my adventures for our happy 
wioter'a evenings— —I shall only tell yon novf, that my 
heart beat so strong in my oountry'a caase, and \e^z 
instigated by either honour or the. devil (I ean't leH 
which), I set out for Flanders, to gather laurels, and lay 
'em at thy feet 

Toe* You left me to starve, villain, and beg ray 
bread^ou did so. 

Puff. I left you too hastily I must confess, and often 
has my conscience stung me for it.<^l am got into an 
officer's service, have heetk in several actions', gain'd 
some credit by my behaviour, and am now retnrn'd 
with my master to indulge the genteeler passion. 

Tof^. Don't think to fob me off with this nonsensical 
talk ; what have you brought me home besides ? 

Puff, Honour, and* immoderate love. 

Tag, \ could tear your eyes out. 

Puff. Temperance, or I wal^ off. 

741^. Temperance, traitor, temperance f What can 
you say for yourself? Leave me to the wideworld-^— 

Pu^. Wdi I have been in the wide world too> han*t 
I ^AV hat would the woman have ? 

Tag, Reduce me to the necessity of going to service. 

[Crie*. 

Why Pm in service too, your lord and master 

'f yon saucy jade you? Come, where dost live, 



Puff, 

•n*tl,y< 
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hereabouU? Hast ^ot sood ▼ult? Dort go to market ? 
Come, give me a ktA, darling, and tell me wliere I ahall 
pay my dotj. to thee. 

Tag. Why there. I live, at that hoase. 

^Pointing to the Home Jatper came otil of. 

Puff, What* there? thathouae? 

Tag. Yea^ there, that hoose.— 

iH^. Hazza! We*re made for ever, yoa slot yoa! 
Hnzza! Every thing conspires this day to make me 
happy— Pre|4re for an inandation of joy ! My master 
is in loye witii year miss Biddy over head and ears, 
and she with him : I know she is ooorted by some old 
fool, and her annt is not a^^ainst the match ; bnl now 
we are come, the town will be relieved; and (be go- 
vernor brought over: in plain Bnglish, ottr fortontf 
is made ; my master most marry the Udy, and the old 
gentleman may go to the devil. 

Tag, Hey-iUy! Whafs all this? 

Pi^. Say no more, the dice are thrown, dooblets 
lor OS ; away to year young mistress, while I ran to , 
my master; tell her Rhodophil! Rhodophill will b« ' 
withher immediately ; then it her blood does not meant 
to her &ce like qnickiiilver in a w^therglass, and p<HJkt 
to extreme hot, •believe the whole to be a lie, and your 
hnsband no iMlitioian. 

Tag* This is news indeed! I have had the place bot 
a litUe while, and have not qnite got into the secrets of 
the fiunily ; but part of your stor^r is true, and if yoa 
bring your master, and miss is willing, ,1^ warrant we'll 
be too iMuti for the old folks. 

FttJT* 111 About it straight! but hold. Tag, I had 

lonot^-— Aray how does Mr. Jasper do? 

Tag. Mr. Jasper !— What do yoa mean P I— I-»I~^« 

Puff. What, out of countenance, child; oh, fie! 
Speak plaib* my dear~— and the certificate, when 
ooaee that eh« love ? 

Tag. He has sold himself and tom'd eonjarer, or he 
woora never<faave known it. - fA$ide. 

Puff. Are not yoa a jade f Are yo«i net » JeMel?-^ 
Arn't yoa a—- 
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Tag. O )io, temperanoe, or I walk oif 

Pvff, I know I ain not finUh'd yet, and cm I am easj ; 
but more thanks to my fortune than your virtue, madam. 

Tag, Away to yoor master, and ril prepare ms -recep- 
tion within. 

Puff, Shall I bring: tlie certificate with me? [£ant. 

Tag. Go, you graceless rogue, yon richly desenre iU 

[Exit, 
SGBNE 11. A Chamber.. 
Enter Biddy. 

Bid, How onfortunate a poor girl am I! dare not 
tell my secret to any body, and if I don't I'm undone 
—Heigho? [S%gh$. 

Enter Tag. 
Pray, Tag, is my aunt gone to her lawyer about me ? 
Heigho ! 

Tag. What's that sigh for, my dear yoang mistress ? 

JBia. I did not sigh, not I——' [.Sight. 

Tag, Nay, never gulp 'em down, they are the worst 
things yon can swallow. TlKsre's something in that little 
brart of yoiurs, that swells it and puffs it, and will bunt 
it at last, if you don't give it vent. 

Bid. What would you have me tell yon.' [Sight. 

Tag. Come, come, yon are afraid I'll betray you, but 

J roe had as good speak, I may do yon some service you 
ittle think of. y 

Bid. It is not in your power. Tag, to give me what 
1 want [^^' 

Tag, Not directly, perhaps; but I may be the means 

of helping you to it: as for example ^If you should 

not like to marry the old man your aunt designs for 
yod, one may find a way to bieak-^^ 
^ Bid. His neck. Tag. 

Tag. Or the match; either will do, child. 

Bid. 1 don't care which indeed, so I was clear of biu 
1 don't think I'm fit to be married. 

Tag. To him you mean-^— you have no objection to 
marriage, but tbe man, and I applaud yon for it : But 
•ome, eoorage, miss, never keep it in ', out with it alb— 
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Bid. If jou*U ask me any qaMlioos, HI aoswer 'em ; 
iMit I .can't toll jott any ibing of mjaelf, I sliall blush if 
I do. 

Tag. Well then — ^In the first plaoe» pray toll me, miss 
Biddy Bellair, if yoa don't like somebodj bettor than 
•Id sirtSimon LoveitP 

Bid. Helgho! 

7«^. What's heigho, miss? 

Bui» When I saj heigho ! it means yes. 

Tag, Very well ; and this somebody is a yoong hand- 
some fellow f 

Bi4. Heigho! 

Tag, And if yoo were once his, yon woold be as 
merry as the best of as ? 

Bid, Heiffhol 

Tag, So nur so good ; and since I have got you to 
wet your feet» souse over head at once, and the pain 
will be over. 

Bid, There then {A long Sigh] Now help me out, 

TtjKt M fast as you can. 

Tcfg* When did yon hear from yoor gallant.^ 

Bta, Never since he went to the'army. 

Tag, How so? 

Bid, I was afraid the letters would fall into my aunt's 
hands, so I would not let him write to me; but 1 had a 
bettor reason then. 

Tag, Pray let's hear that too. 

But, Why, I thought if I should write to him and 
promise him to love nobody else, and should i^rwards 
change my mind, he might think I was inconslant, and 
call me a coquette. 

Tag, What a simple innocent it is ! [Aside] And have 
you cnau^'d your mind, miss ? 

Bid. No indeed. Tag, I lot^e him the best of any of 
'em. 

7V|g. Of any of 'em ! Why have you any more ? 

Bid, Pray don't ask me. 

Tag, Nay, miss, if yoU only trust me by halves, you 
can't expect 

Bid, 1 wiU trust you with every thing.— When 1 
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parted with him I gnw meUnofaolj; so in order to 
dirert me, I have let two-others eoort me till heretama 
again. 

Tag, Is that aU»niy dear? Mighty simple, indeed. 

Bid, One of 'em is a fine blust'ring many and i« 
called captain Flash : he's always talking of figbtinj^ 
and wars; he thinks ne's sore of me, hot I shall balk 
htm; we shall see him thia afternoon, for he press'd 
strongly to come, and I have give» him leaTei while my 
aunt's taking her afiernoon's nap. 

Tqg. And who is the other, pray? 

Bid, Qoite another sort of a man; he speaks liko 
a lady for all the worldj and never swears as Mr. 
Flash does, but wears nice white gloves, and tells 
me what ribands beooiae. my compiexi«», where to 
stick my patches, who is the oest milliner, where they 
sell the best tea, and which is the best wash for tfaie 
face and the* best paste. for the hands; he is always 
playing with my fan, and showing his teeth ; aild when- 
ever 1 speak he patsm e" -so ' and oriea—Tbe devil 

take me, misa tfiday, bat yoa'll be my perdition - 

Ha, ha, ha! 

Tag. Oh, the pretty creature ! and what do you call 
him, pray? 

Bid, His name is Fribble, and yon shall see him too ; 
for by mistake 1 appointed them at the same time; but 
ydtt most help me out with 'em. 

Tag, Afid aoppose yonr favourite should come too? 

Bid. I shoald not care what became of the others. 

Tag, What's his name? 

Bid, It begins with an Rr^ h o ■■ ■ 

Tag, I'll be hang'd if it is not Rhodopbtl. ' 

BuL I am frigfatenM at you ! Yoi| are a witeh« 

Tag, 1 am so, and I can tell your fortune too. Look 
me in the &ce. The gentleman you lore most In the 
world will be at our nouse this afteraeon ; he arrlT'd 
from the army this monitng, and dies tiU he sees yoa. 

Bid, Is he come. Tag? Don't joke with me-« ' 

Tag. Not to keep you longer in suspense, you must 
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know, the servant of joar Strephon, bj some nnao- 
ooonUble fate or other, is my lord and master:; he has 
jast been witb me, and told me of his master's arrival 
and impatience 

Bid, Oh, my dear, dear Tae, yoo have pot me oot of 
my wits — ^I am all over in a miilfir^ I si^ll leap out of 
my skin — I don't know what to do witif myselt— Is he 

come, Tij;?— I am ready to faint ^I'd give the world 

I had pat on another dress to-day. 

T^g, I assure you, miss, you look obamingLy ! 

Bi3. Do I indted, though f Fll alter my hair imme- 
diately. 

r^r« Well go to dinner iirat, and then III assist yon. 

But. Dianer! I can't eat a morsel— ^-I don't know 
what's the matter with me — my ears tingle, my heart 
beats, Ay feee fwhes. and I tremble every joint of mo 

1 most ran is aMfook at asysell la tro glass this 

moment. [Exit, 

Tag. Yea, she has it, and deeply too; this is no 
hypocrisy ' 

Not ir* but nature now perfonw her part. 

.And every word's the laogeage of- the lmirt> [Erit. 



ACT THE SBCOND. 




SCENE I. The $ame. 

Enter Captain Loveit, Biddt, Tag, and Pupf. 

Copt. L, To find ^oa still constant, and to arrive at socli 
a critical juncture, is the height of fortune and happiness. 

Bid. Nothing shall force me from yoo ; and if I am 
secure of your alTections— 

Puff, V\\ be bound for him, madam, and give yea an j 
security you can ask. 

Tag. Every thing goes on to our wish, sir ; I just 
now had a second conference with my old lady, and she 
was so convinced by my arguments, that she retarn*d 
instantly to the lawyer to forbid the drawing out of 
any wntings at all, and she is determin'd never to 
thwart miss's inclinations, and left it to us to give the 
old gentleman his discharge at the next visit. 

Capt. L. Shall I undertake the old dragon. 

Tt^. If we have occasion for help, we shall call for jou. 

Bui, I exoect him every mom^t, therefore I'll tell 
you whatj^^bodophil, you and your man shall be lock'd 
up in my l^-chamber till we have settled matters with 
the old gentleman. 
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Copt, L. Do what yoa please with me. 

Bid. Yoa mast not be impatient thodgh. 

Capt. L. I ean ander^ any thing with soch a raward 
in Tiew; one kiss and FU be qoite resign'd-— And now 
show me the way. [Exeunt. 

Tag, Gome, sirrah, when I have got joa under lock 
and kejr I shall bring you to reason. 

Puff, Are yonr wedding-clothes readj^ my dore^ 
The oertifioate'K eome. 

Tag* Go follow yonr captain, sirrah — March— You 
may thank heav'n I had patience to stay so long. 

lExit, wUh Puf. 

Re-enter Biddy. 
Bid. I was rery much alarm'd for fear my two gallants 
shonld come in upon os unawares; we should have had 
sad work if they had ; I find I love Rhodophil vastly, for 
though my other sparks flatter me more, I oao't abide 
the tboaghts of 'em now — 1 have business upon my 
hands enough to turn my little head; but, 'egad, my 

heart's good, and a fig for dangers Let me see, 

what shall I do with my two gallants? I must, at least, 
part with 'em decently.— Suppose I set 'em together by 
the ears?— The luckiest thought in the world! For if 
they won't quarrel (as I believe they won't) I can 
break with them for cowards, and very justly dismiss 
'em my service; and if they will fight, and one of 'em 
should be kill'd, the other will certainly be hang'd or 
run away ; and so I shall very handsomely get rid of 
both. 

Re-enter Tao. 
Welly Tag, are they safe ? 

Tag, I think so; the door's doable locked, and I 
have the key in my pocket. 

Sid, That's pure ; but have you given them any thing 
to'divert'em? 

Tag. I have given the captain one of your old gloves 
to mumble; bdt my Strephou is diverting himself with 
the more substantial comforts of a cold ven'son pasty. 
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Bid, What Ahull we do with the next ifa«t comM? 

Tag. If Mr. Fribble comes first* I'll clap him ap into 
my }aaf* store-room ; I soppose he is a gnui maker of 
marmalade himself, and will have an opportenity of 
makings some cri^cal remarks upon oar pastry and 
sweetmeats. 

Bid. When one of 'em comes, do yon go and watch 
ibr the other, and as soon as yon see him, run in to ns 
and pretend it is my aunt, and so we shall have all 
CjLcnse to look him op till we want him. 

Teg. You may depend opon Be.-^Here u one of 

*«« 

Enter Fribble. 

Bid. Mr. Fribble, your servant— 

Frih. Miss Biddy, yovr slave 1 ho|»e I hare «ot 

come opon yon abraptly; I should have waited uponyoii 
sooner, but an accidient bapnen'd that discompos*d mo 
SO9 that I was oblig'd to go none again to take dropa. 

Bid. Indeed yon don't look weil, sir. Go» Tag; 

and do as I bid you. 

TW. 1 will, madam. [Exit, 

£$3. I have set mv maid to watch ny aunt, that w« 
mayn't be surpris'd by her. 

Frih. Yonr prndenoe is equal to^our beanty, miss ; 
and I hope your permitting me to kiss ;^oor hands, will 
be 00 impeachment to your nnderstancung. 

Bid, I hate the sight of him. [^juI«]-<--I was afraid I 
ftboold not have had the pleasare of seeing yon ; pray 
lef me know what accident yon met with, ami whaA's the 
matter with your hand. I shan't be easy till I know. 

Frib. Well, 1 vow, miss Biddy, you're a good creeter 
>-^I'll endeavour to muster op what little spirits I 

have, and tell jon the whole affair ^Hem ! ^Bnt 

first you most g^ve me leave to majie yon a present of 
a small pot of my lip-salve : my servant maide it Uda 
morning ; the ingredients are innocent, I assure you ; 
nothing but the best virgin-wax, conserve of roses, and 
lily of the valley water. 

Bid. I thank you, sir; but my lipa are generalij red, 
and when they an't, I bile ^en« 
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Prib, I tnte my own ■omelimes, to pool 'em a little^ 
bat this wiJl gire them a softnetui, colour, and an agree- 
able moistef^— ^Hivs let' me make an humble offering 
at Uiat shrine where I have already sacrificed my heart. 
[Kneeli and gives the Lip-salve, 

Bid, Upon mr word thafs rery j^rettily expressM : 

yon are positirely the best company m the world 1 

wish he was oat of the faodse. lAside, 

Frib* Bat to retarn to my accident, and the reason 
why my hand is in this condition — I beg yoa'il excuse 
the appearance of it, and be satisfied that nothing but 
mere necessity coald have forc'd me to appear thus 
moffled before yoa. 

Bid, 1 am yery willing to exoose any misfortano 
that happens to you, sir. [Courtesies. 

Frib, You are vastly good, indeed ^Thus it was 

— ^^Hem! ^You most know, miss, there is not an 

animal in the creation I have so great an aversion to, 
as those hackney-coach fellows — —As I was comine 
oat of my lodgings, says one of 'em to me, — ** Would 
yoar honoor have a coach?" — ** No, man," said I, <* not 
now," with all the civility ioraginable.— ^< I'll carry you 
and your doll too," said he, *' miss Margery, for the 
same price." — Upon which the masculine beasts about 
as feu a laughing; then I turn'd round in a great 
passion, <* Cane me," savs I, " fellow, but TU trounce 
thee." — And as I was holding oot my hand in a threaten- 
ing poster— ^thos — he makes a cut at me with bis whip, 
and striking me over the nail of my little finger, it gwe 
me saoh exquisite torter that I fainted away ; and while 
I was in this condition, the mob pick'd my pocket of 
my porse, my scissars, my mecca smelling-bottle, and 
my hoBwife. 

Bid, I shall laugh in his face. {Aside']— I am afraid 
You are in great pain; pray sit down, Mr. Fribble | 
bat I hope yoar hand is in no danger? VThey siU 

FrUf, Not in the least, ma'am; pray don't be appre- 
hensive—A milk poolllce, and a gentle sudorific to- 
nis^ht, with a little maiina in the morning, I am oou- 
" at will relieve me entirely. 



^! 
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jBt^. Bol pnj, Mr. Fribble, do 70a make use of » 
lias wife? 

Frib. I can't do withont it, ma'am ; there ia a dab 
of U8, all young bachelors, the sweeleat society in the 
world ; and we meet three times a week at each others 
lodjpngs, where we drink tea, hear the chat of the day, 
inyeni fashions for the ladies, make models of 'em, and 
cat oat (Mitterus in paper. We were the first inrentors 
of knotting, and this fringe is tlie original prod ace and 
joint labonr of oar little commanity. 
' Bid. And who are yoar pretty set, pray ? 

Frib. There's Phil. Whiffle. Jaokj Wu:tail, my lord 
IVip, Billy Dimple, sir Dilbery Diddle, and your 
humble 

Bid, What a sweet collection of happy oreatares! 

JFiifc. Indeed, and so we are, miss But » jpro- 

di|(^oos fracas disconcerted us some time ago at Billy 

Dimple's Three drunken naughty women of tiM 

town burst into onr club-room, curst us all, threw 
down the china, broke six looking-glasses, scalded us 
with the slop-bason, and scratch'd poor Phil. Whiffle's 
cheek in such a manner, that he has kept liis bed these 
three weeks. 

Bid, Indeed, Mr. Fribble, I think all our sex have 
great reason to be angry : for if you are so happy now 
you are bachelors, the ladies may wish and sigh to very 
little purpose. 

.Frt6. Von are mistaken, I assure yon; I am pro- 
digiously rallied about my passion for you, I can leil 
you that, and am look'd opon as lost to our sooiety 
already; he, he, he! 

Bid, Praj, Mr. Fribble, now 70a hare gone so far, 
don't think me impudent if I long to know how yon 
intend to use the lady who has been honour'd with 
your affections ? 

Frib. Not as most other wives are used, I assure too ; 
all the domestic business will be taken off her hands; I 
shall make the tea, comb the dogs, and dress the ohil* 
dren myself; so that though Vm a commoner, Mrs. 
Fribble will lead the life or a woman of quality j for 
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she will h»ve nothing to do, bat lie iu bed, play at carQji, 
and scold the serranU. 

Bid, What a happjr creatare the moat be ! 

Frib, Do jTou really think so? Then praj let me hav« 

m little seroQS talk with yoa ^Thougn my passion is , 

Dot of a long standing, I hope the sincentj of mj 
intentions 

Bid. Ha, ha, ha! 

Frib. Go, jou wild thing. IPats her] The devil take 

me bnt there is qo talking to you How can jon use 

roe in this barbarous manner r if I had the constilotion 
of an alderman it would sink nnder my sufferings. — 
booman nater can't support it. 

Bid. Why, what would you do with me, Mr. Fribble? 

Frib. Well, 1 vow I'll beat you if yon talk so— 

Don't look at me in that manner Flesh and blood 

can't bear it — 1 could — ^but I won't grow indecent 

Bid. But pray, sir, where are the verses von were to 
write upon me? 1 find if a young lady depends too 
much upon such fine gentlemen as you, she'll certainly 
be disappointed. 

Frib. 1 vow the flutter I was pat into this afternoon 
lias quite torn'd my senses — ^here they are though — and 
I beiieveyou'li like 'em. 

Bid. Tnere can be no doubt of it. [Courteties. 

Frib, 1 protest, miss, I don't like that codrtesy — 
Look at me, and always rise in this manner. [Kifexl 
But, my dear creeter, who put on yonr cap to-day? 
They have made a fright of yoa, and it is as yellow as 

old lady Crowfoot's neck. When we are settled, I'll 

dress your head myself. 

Bid, Pray read the -verses to me, Mr. Foibble. 

Fri6. i obey ^Hem! ^William Fribble, esq. to 

miss Biddy Bellair ^greeting. 

No ioe so hard, so cold as I, 
Till warm'd and soften'd by your eye; * 
And now my heart dissolves awav 
In dreams by lught, in sighs by day ; 
No brutal passion fires my breast. 
Which loathe the obtjeot when possessfd; 
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Bat oae of bmnnleM, gtntle JiiDd, 
Whose joys are oeDter*d-«Jn the mind y 
Then tafco with me lodre^ft better part, 

1 HU dovraj wiag, bi^ not hi* dart. 
How do yon like 'em? 

Bid. Ha, ha« ha! I «wear thej are Tery pretty 

bnt I don't quite nnderstand 'em. . 

Frib. These light^ pieces are never so weH under- 
stood in reading as singing ; I hare set 'em myself, and 
will endeaf our to girie 'cm you — La — la— 1 have an 
abominable cold, and can't sing a note; however tho 
tone's nothing; the manner's all. [Sings, 

No iee so bard, &c. 

Enter Tag, runfiing. 

Tag, Your aimt, your aunt, your aunt, madam ! 

Fnb, What's the matter^ 

Bid. Hide, hide Mr. Fribble, Tag, or we are roia'd. 

Frib. Oh ! for heaven's sake, put me any where, so I 
don't dirty mj clothes. 

Bid. Put him into the store-room, Tar, this moment. 

Frib. Is it a damp place, Mrs. Tag r The floor is 
boarded, I hooe? 

Tag. ludeea it is not, sir. 

Fnb, What shall 1 do? I shall certainly oatdi my 
death! Where's my cambric handkerchief, and my 
salts? I shall certainly have my brsterics ! [Runs in. 

Bid, In, in, i n . So now let the other come as soon 
as he will ; I did not care if 1 had twenty of 'em, so they 
wotdd Imt come one after another. 

Re-enter Tag. 
Was tay Mint ooming ? 

Tag. No, 'twas Mr. Flash, I soflpoae, by the leogth 
of his stride, and the oook of his hat. Hell be here 
this minute— ^^ What shall wo'do with him ? 

Bid. I'll manage him, I warrant yon, and try his 
oourage ; be sare yon are ready to second m^^-we shall 
have pure sporl. 

Tag, Hash! here ha comes. 
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Enter Flash, tinging. 

FUtth, Well, BT Ummmd, Jmi« mb I! What IwpM 
for a pm>r (lof» eh? How! tke naid Iwre! then I've 
Xfial tlie town, daomel Not a sUUiag to bribe Um 
goTervor ; ahe'li spriag^a mine, and I tluUl be Mown to 
tbe devil. 

Bid. DonH be aiham'd, Mr. FiasJi; I have told Tn^^ 
tbe whole affur. and ahe'a mj friend, I oaa aisore joa. 

FUuh. U shef then dhe won't be mine, I am certain. 
[Aside] Well, Mn. Tag, too know, I aoppoM, wbat'a 
to be done: tbia yonag ladv and I have eontracted 
ourselves ; and sq, if joo please to stand bridemaid^ 
whj well fix the wedding^daj diceed j. 

fag. The wedding-dav, air? 

Fwh» The wedduig-4toy,str? Ay, sir, the wedding- 
day, sir ; what have yoa to say to that, sir^ 

Xttd. Mv dear captain Flash, don't make such a noise; 
jon'U wa£e my aunt. 

Fiath, And suppose I did, ehild, what then? 

Bid. She'd be frighten'd out of her wiU. 

Flash. At me, miss! frigthten'd at meP Toot an cbn- 
tnire, I assure yon ; yon mislake the thing, ohild ; I 
iMHre some rsason to belieTel am not ^nile so shocking. 

[Afected^. 

Tag, Indeed, sir, yoa flatter yourself: bat pray, sir, 
what are yonr pretensioos ? 

FUuh, The lady's pronuses, mj own passion, and the 
best iboonted blade in the three kingdoms. If any man 
oail prodttoe a better title, let him take lier ; if net, the 
d^-4 minoe roe, if I give op an atom of her. 

Bid. He's in a fine passion, if he woald bat hold it. 

[ilstde. 

Tag*, Vnsj, sir, bear reaaon a little. 

Fuith* I never dot, madam ; it is aot my method of 
prooeeding; here is mt^ logic! [Draim$ his Sward] 8a, 
sa— my bMt argaaieBt is oart over arm, madam, ha, ha ; 
[Lunges] and if ha answers that, saadam, throavh m^ 
small gats, my breath, blood, and mistress are alfat his 
service.— —Nothing more, madam. 

JBtd. This'U do, this'U do. 
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Tag, Bat, nr, gir, sir! 

Flash, But, madam, madam, madam ! I profess blood, 
madam ; I was bred up to it from a child ; I stud v the 
book of fote, and the oamp is my anivendl? ; I have 
attended the lectares of prince Charles upon the BJiilie, 
and Batfaiani upon the P<k and hare extracted know- 
ledge from the mouth of a cannon ; Vm not to be 
fri^ten'd with sqoibs, madam, no, no. > 

Bid, Pray, dear air, don't mind her; but let me pre* 

▼ail with you to go away this time Your passion is 

▼ery fine, to be sure; and wlien my annt and Tag are 
out of the way, VM let you know when Td'have yon 
come again. ' 

Flash. When yoii*d ha?e me come again, child f And 
suppose I never would come again, what do vou think 
of that now, ha? Yon pretend to be afraid of your 
aunt; your aunt knows what's wiiat too well to refuse 
a good match when 'tis offer*d>«Lookye, miss, 1 am a 
man of honour; glory is my aim ; 1 Imve told you the 
road I am in ; and do you see here, child ? IShowing his 
Sword] no tricks upon travellers. 

Bid, But pray, sir, hear me. 

Flash, No, no, no ; I know the world, madam : I am 
as well known at Covent-garden, as the dial, madam ; 
I'll break a lamp, bully a constable, bam a justice, or 
bilk a box-keeper, with any man in the liberties of 
Westminster. W bat do yon think of me now, madam ? 

ijtd. Pray don't be so rnrious, sir. 

Flash, Come, come, come, few words are best ; some- 
body's happier than somebody, and I am a poor, silly 

feHow; ha, ha!— That's all "Look von, child, to be 

short (for I'm a man of reflection), I nave bat a baga* 
telle to say to you : I am in love with you up to hell 
and desperation ; mav the sky crash me if I am not 
—But since there u another more fortunate than I, 
adieu, Biddy ! ProsperiU to the happy rival, patience 
to poor Flash ; but the first time we meet — gunpowder 
be my perdition, but I'll have the honour to out athmat 
with him. 

Bid, [Stopping him] You may meet with him now, 
if you please. 
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Flash, Now, majl? When is he? Ill nerifioe 

theYiliain! lAUntd, 

■ Tag, Hush ! he's bat io tlio next room. 

Flath. Is he? Ram me [Low] ioto a raortar-pieoe, 
bat I'll have veDgieaoGe; my blood boUs to be at him 
—Don't be frij^ten'd, miss ! 

Bid, No, air, i never was better pleas'd, I assore yoa, 

Fiath, I shall soon do his basiuess. 

Bid. As soon as joa please ; take jour own time. 

Tag, ril fetch tlie gentleman to yon immediately. 

[Going, 

Ftath, IStopping her] Slay, stay a little ; what a pas- 
aion I am in i — ^Are yon sure he is in the next room ^ 
— ^I shall certainly tear him to pieces — I would fun 
murder him like a jj^entleman too — Besides, this fismily 
shan't be brought into trouble upon my acoooiit.— i 
hare i t ■ I 'll watch for him in the street, and mix his 
Uood with the puddle of the next kennel. [Going. 

Bid. I Stooping him] No, pray, Mr. Plash, let me tee 
the battle^ 1 shall be glad to see you fight. for me; yoa 
shan't go indeed. . [Holding hhn. 

Tag. [Holding him] Oh, pray let me see you fight; 
there were two j^pentlemen fit yesterday, and ray mistress 
was never to diverted in her life—l'li fetch him out. 

[Exit, 

Bid. Do, stick him, stick hiyi, captain Flash ; 1 shall 
love yon the better for it. 

Flath, D ^n your love; I wish I was out of the 

house. [Aiide. 

Bid, Here he is^— -Now speak some of your hard 
words, and run him through — 

Flash, Don't be in fiU now. [Aiide to Biddy, 

Bid, Never fear me* 

Enter Tag and Fribble. 

Tag, [To fHbble] Take it on my word, sir, he is a 
boliy, and nothing else. 

Frib. [Frightened] 1 know /ou are my good friend ; 
but perhapsyou don^t know his disposilion. 

Tag. 1 mm confident he is a coward. 
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JFW6. Ift he ? Nay, Um I'b hit turn. 
FUah^ I lik« his looks; but FJl not veotnre too U,t 
at first 



Tag, Speak to him, sir. 
Frib. I'vrfil— 1 1 



[ eaderstaikl, ai r h e t t hat yon— 4>y 
Mrs.Tsg here — sir — who batinfontt*d ine-*heiii — that 
yo« wewd be glad to tpeidc with mo^Deamie ! 

Fiatik. I ean speak to yon, ur-^'we to any bod^, air — 
or i can let it aloae^ aiid hold my tOttga&--4f . I see 
oooasiou, sir, dammee ! VTurns off. 

Bid. Well said, Mr. Flash, be in a | ' 



Tag. [To Fribble] Don't lund his looks; he ehan^ 
colour already ; to him, to him. [Pushes hvn. 

Frib. Don't hurry me, Mrs. Tsg, for heaven's sake! 
I shall be out of breath before I msg^in^ if you do.^^--^ 
Sir>~[7'o FUuh] if yoo can't speak to a |;enUeman in 
another manner, sir, why tlMn I'll Tcntore to say, yon 
had better hold yoor tongao^-^Ooas! 

Ftdsh. Sir, yon and I are of di0btwt opinions. 

Frib. You and your opinion may eo to the devil — 
Take that. {Turns cf to Tag. 

Tag. Weil said, sir, the day's yoor own. 

Bui. What's the matter, Afr. Phuh? Is all yoor fnry 
gone? Do you give me up? 

Frib, I have done hiajbosiness. [SimUabma. 

Flash. Give yoo up, madam! No, madam, when I 
am determia'd in my resolutions I am alwavs calm ; 'tis 
our way, madam ; and now I shall proceed to business 
~^ir, 1 beg to say a word to yon in private. 

Frib. Keep your distance, fellow, and I'll answer 

yoo That lady has confessed a passion for roe -, and 

as she has delivered up her heart into my keeping, no- 
thing but my 'art's blood shall purchase it. Damnation ! 

Tag. Bravo! bravo! 

Flash. If those are the eonditions^ III give yon ear- 
nest for it directly. [Draws'] Now, villain, renoonoe all 
riffht and title this minute, or the torrent of mv rage 
wul overflow my reason, and I shall annihilate the no-> 
thingness of your sool and body in an instant. 
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Frib, I wish there was a constable at hand lo take us 
both up; we shall oertainlj do one another a pM|pi- 
dioe. 

Tag. No, yon won't indeed* sir; piay bear «p to 
him ; if you would but draw your swordy and be lo a 
passion, he would run away directly. 

Frib, Will he? [Droios hit Sword] Then I ean do 

longer eontain myself Hell and the Aaries! Come 

on, thou savage brute! 

Tag. Go on, sir. 
lUere ihof stand in fighting Pottura, while Biddy 
and T(^ pta^ them ftrwmrd. 

Flath. Come on. 

Bed. Goon. 

Frib, Come on, rascal. 

Tag, Go on, sir. 

Enter Captain Loveit and PuFi. 
Capt, L. What's the matter, my dear? 
Bid. If yoa won't Bg^ here's one that will. Oli, 
Abodophil, these two sparks are 'your rivals, and have 
iter'd me these, two months with their addresses; 
ly foroed themselves into the house* and ba^e been 
- .. j^ 



rreUing about me, and disturbing the fiunily; 
tbey won't fight, pray kick them out <m the hdose. 

C<^t. L, Whafs the matter, gentlemen? 

{They both keep their fencing PeHure, 

Flath, Don't part us, sir. 

Frib, No, pmy, sir, don't part us; we shall do you 
a mischief. 

Capt, L. Puff, look bo the other gentleman, and call 
a^jnrgeen. 

Bid, Tag, Ha, ha, ha! 

Pujf, Bless me! how enn you stand nnder your 



s:; 



, sirf 



Frib, Am I hart, sir? 

Pu^. Hurt, sir! why yon have—let me se»-*pray 
alandin the lightr--<me, two, three, throogb tbe heart; 
and let me see— hum — eight through the small guts! 
Come, sir, make it up the round doMO, and then we'll 
pnrtjon. 
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AIL lU,hh,hti\ 

CapU L. Gome here, Puff. 

[Whispertf and looks at Flash, 

Puff. *V>8 the very same, sir. 

Capt.L. [ToFUuk] Pray, sir, have 1 not had the 
pleasure of seeing you abroad? 

Flash* I have sery'd abroad. 

Copt. L. Had not you the misforlnne, sir, to be miss- 
ing at the last engagement in Flanders? 

Flash. I was round among the dead in the field of 
battle. 

Puff. He was the first tluit fell, sir; the wind of a 
oannon*ball struck him flat upon his face ; he had jost 
strength enough to creep into a dilch, and there he was 
found after the battle in a roost deplorable condition. 

Copt. L. Pray» sir, what advancement did you get 
by the service of that day P « 

Flash. My wounds rendered me unfit for service, and 
I sold* out. 

Puff, Stole out, you mean. — We hunted him by scent 
to the water-side ; thence he took shipping for England ;' 
and, taking the advantage of my master's absence, ban 
attack'd the citadel, which we are luckily come to 
relieve, and drive his honour into the ditch again. 

AIL Ha, ha, ha! 

Fnb. He, he, he! 

Capt. L. And now, sir, how have you dar*d to sliow 
your face in open day, or wear even the outside of a 
profession yon have so much scaudalis'd by your beha- 
viour ? I honour the name of a soldier, and as a party 
concerned am bound not to see it disgraced. As you 
have forfeited your title to honour, deliver up your 
sword this instant. 

Flash. Nay, good captain 

Cajpt. L. No words, sir. [Takes his Sword, 

Frib. He's a sad scoundrel ; I wish 1 had kick'd him. 

Capt. L.' The next thing I command leave this 

house, change the colour of your clothes and fierceness 
of your looks, appear from top to toe the wretch, the 
very wretch tbouartz^f e*er I meet thee in the mili- 
tary dress again, ovM yon pat on looks that belif the 
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native bMeoess of thj heart, be it where it will» thig 

shall be Ihe reward of thj iiDpadeDoe aod disobedience. 

[Kicks him ; he runs off» 

Bid. Oh, my dear Rhodophil ! 

Frib. What au infamous rascal it is ! I thank joa» 
sir, for this favour ; but I most after and cane him. 

[Goin^, he is stopped by the Captain. 

Capt» L. One word with you loo, sir. 

Frib. Wilhme.sir! 

Cant. L. You need not tremble; I won't use yon 
roofbly. 

Frib. 1 am certain of that, sir; but I am sadly trou- 
bled with weak nerves. 

Copt. L. Thou art of a species too despicable for 
oorrection ; therefore be gone ; and if 1 see yon here 
again, your insignificancy shan't protect you. 

Frib. I am obliged to you for your kindness; well, 
if ever I have any thing to do with intrigues again ! — 

lExit. 

AIL Ha, ha, ha! 

Puff. Shall I ease you of yoar trophy, sir? 

Capt. L. Take it, PuflT, as a small recompense for thy 
fidelity; thou canst better use it than its owner. 

Puff. I wish your honour had a oatent to take such 
trifles from every pretty gentleman tnat could spare 'eui ; 
I wonid set up tne largest cutler's shop in the kingdom. 

Capt. L. Well said, Puff. 

Bid. But pray, Mr. Fox, how did yon get out of 
your holeP 1 thought yon was lock'd in. 

Capt. L. I shot the bolt back when I heard a noise ; 
and thinking you was in danger, I broke my confine' 
ment without any other consideration than your safety. 

[Kisses her Hand, 

Bid. I'm afraid the town will be ill-natur'd enough 
to think I have been a little coquettish in my behaviour ; 
but I hope, as I have been constant to the captain, I 
shall be excused diverting myself with pretenders. 

Ladies, to fops and braggarts ne'er be kind, 

No charms can warm 'em, and no virtues bind; 

Bach lover's merit by his conduct prove. 

Who fails in honour, will be f^ in loV6. [Exeunt. 



EPILOGUE. 

BT TRB SAMB HAND Af THE PROLOQVM. 

SPOKEir BT MAS. PRITCBABD. 

€k>OD folks, I'm come at my jomig lady's biddin|^. 

To say, voQ all are welcome to her weadinfp. 

Th' excbaoge she made ^^i mortal here can Uame ? 

Show me the maid that would not do the same. 

For sore the |p-eatest monster ever seen^ 

Is doatin^ sixty coopled to tixteen ! 

When wintry age had almost oaoeht the fiur, 

Yoath) clad in sunshine, snatch'd her from despair i 

Like a new Semele the virgin lay, 

And clasp'd her lover in the blaze of day. 

Thus may eaoh maid, the toils almost entrapp'd in, 

ChtMgeold ftr i^num for the brisk voung captain. 

I love these men of antfs ; they know their trad^ : 
Let dastards sue, the sons of fire invade ! 
They cannot bear aroand the bait to nibble, 
l^ke pretty, powder'd, patient JIfr. Fribble : 
To dangers bred, and skilful in command| 
They storm the strongest fortress sword in hand ? 
Nights without sleejp, and floods of tears when waking, 
Show'd poor miss Aiddy was in piteous taking ; 
Sbe*s now quite well ; for maids in that condidon. 
Find the young lovei* is the best physician ; 
And without helps of art or books of knowledge. 
They cure more women, faith, than all tbe college! 
But to the point-< — I come with low petition. 
For, faith, poor Bayes is in a sad oonaition ; 
The kuee, tall hangman'^ stands to give the blow. 
And onlv waits your pleasures— Ay, or no. 
If you should — pit^ box, and galUry, 'egad, 
Joy turns his senses, and the man runs mad! 
But if your ears are shut, your hearts are rock. 
And yoo pronounce the sentence — ^Block to block, 
Down kneels tbe bard, and leaves you, when he's dead. 
Hie empty tribute of an author's liead. 

• AUndiiig to jBoywf' protogoe in Am lUhtmn^, 
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THE MISER, 

pROFESSBDLT taken from L*Ayarb of Moliere, 
by the unrivalled anther of Tom Jones, has, a» 
Mr. Mnrphy observes, ** the valne of a copy from 
a great painter, by an eminent hand.'' It wa» 
first acted at Drnry Lane Theatre, in 1753, at 
which time it was very greatly received, and ha» 
ever since, at each of onr theatres, been a frequent 
and most vrelcome source of attraction. It i» 
here given as received at Covent Garden in 1792^ 
in three acts, in vrhich form it afterwards intro* 
dnced Mr. Emery to a London audience. 



PROLOGUE. 

WRITTEN BY A PRIEND. 

Too lopg^ ibe slighted comic muse has moornM, 

Her face quite tlter'd and her art o'erturn'd ; 

That force of iiatare now no more she sees 

With which ao well her Johnson knew to please : 

No characters from natare now we trace. 

All serve to empty books of common-place: 

Oar modern bards who to assemblies straj 

Freqnent the park, the visit, or the play, 

Regard not what fools do, but what wits say^ 

JaSt they retail each quibble to the town. 

That surely mnst admire wLat is its own. 

Thas, without characters from nature got. 

Without a moral or wilhont a plot, 

A dull collection of insipid jokes. 

Some stole from conversation, some from books, 

Provided lords and ladies give 'em vent, 

We call high comedy, and seem content. 

Bat to regale with other sort of fare. 

To-night our author treats you with Moliere ; 

Moliere ! who nature's inmost secrets knew. 

Whose jnstest pen like Kneller's pencil drew ; 

In whose strong scenes all characters are shown. 

Not by low jests, but actions of their own. 

Happy our English bard if your applause 

Grani he has not injur'd the French author's cause ; 

From that alone arises all his fear : 

He mnst be safe if he has sav'd Mpliere, 
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ACT THE FIRST. 




SCENE I. Loveoold's House. 
Enter Loveoold and Ramilie. 

Love, Answer me not, sirrah, bat get out of mj 
house. 

Ram, Sir, I am jour son's servant, and not jour's, 
and I won't get out of the house, sir, unless I am tornecl 
out bj mj proper master, sir. 

Love, Sirrah, I'll turn jour master out after jou, 
like an extravagant rascal as he is ; he Iws no need of 
a servant while he is in mj house— and here he dresses 
out a fellow at more expense than a prudent man might 
clothe a famil j at. It's plain enougn what use he keeps 
JOU for; but I will have no spj upon mj affairs, no 
rascal conlinuallj prving into all roj actions, devour- 
ing all I have, and hunting about in everj corner to 
see what he maj steal. 

Ram. Steal ! a likelj thing, indeed, to steal from a 
roan who locks up everj Uiing he has# and stands 
sentrj upon it daj and night 1 

Love, I'm all over in a sweat lest this fellow shonld 
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suspeol somelbing^ of mj money. lAside] Hark'e, ras- 
cal, come hither: t woald advise yea not (o run aboot 
the town, and tell every body you meet that i Lave 
money hid. 

Ram. Why, have you any money hid, sirP 

Love. No, sirrah, J don't say 1 liave ; but yon may 
raise such a report oevertlieless. 

Ram, 'Tis equal to me whether yoo have money liid 
or no, since 1 cannot find it. 

Love. D'ye matter, sirrah? get you out of my boosey 
I sar, get you out this instant. 

Ram* Well, sir, I am going. 

Lave. Come back ; — let me desire you to carry no- 
thing away with yon. 

Ram. What should I carry? 

Love, Thai's what I would see. Turn your pockela 
inside out, if you please ; but you are too practised a 
rogue to put any thing there. These daihn'd bags have 
had many a good thing in them, 1 warrant you. 

Ram. Give me my bag, sir ; 1 am in the most danger 
of being robb'd. 

Love. Come, come, be honest, and return what thou 
hast taken from me. 

Ram. Ay, sir, that I could do with all my heart ; for 
I have taken nothing from you but some boxes on tlie 
ear. > 

Love. And hast tbon really stolen nothing? 

Ram. No, really, sir. 

Love. Then get out of my house while 'tis all well, 
and gq to the devil. 

Ram, Ay, any where from such an old covetous cor- 
mudgeon. [Erit, 

Love. So there's one plague gone. Now I will go 
pay a visit to the dear casket. 

£nler Frederic behind. 
In short, I must find some safer place to deposit those 
three thousand guineas in, which I received yesterday; 
three thousand guineas are a sum — ^Oh, heavens ! 1 have 
betray'd myself! my passion has transported me to talk 
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aload, and I bare been overheard. How now ! wbal's 
theraallerP 

Fred, The matter, sir! 

Love. Yes, the maUer* sir. I suppose yoa can repeat 
more of loy words than theses 1 suppose jroo have 
overheard 

Fred, What, sir? 

Lwe. That 

Fred, Sir! 

hove. What I was jast now sajing* 

Fred. Pardon me, sir, I really did not. 

Love. Well, I see yoa did overhear semetbinii^, and 
so I will tell yon the whole : J was sayinji^ to myself, in 
this great scarcity of money, what a happinens it would 
be to have three thousand guineas by one : I tell you 
this thajt yon might not misunderstand me, and imagine 
that 1 said I had three thousand guineas. 

Fred. I enter not iqto your affairs, sir. 

Love* But I have an affair of consequence to mention 
to you. Pray, sir, you, who are a tine gentleman, and 
converse much amongst the ladies^-whal think yoo of 
a certain young lady called Mariana? 

Fred» Mariana, sir! 

Love. Ay, what do you tl|ink of her? 

Fred. Think of her, sir I 

Love, Why do yoa repeat my words ? Ay, what do 
yoa think of her ? 

Fred. Why, I think her the most charming, woman 
in the world ! 

Lave. Would she not be a desirable match ? 

Fred. 2^ desirable, that, in my opinion, her husband 
will be the happiest of mankind. 

Love. There is one thing I'm a little afraid of, that 
Is, that she has not quite as much fortune as one might 
fairly e;(pect. ^ 

'Fred. Oh, sir! consider bat her merit, and you mar 
easily make an abatement in her fortune. For heaven s 
sake, sir, don't let that prevent your design. Fortune 
is nothing in comparison with her beauty and merit. 

Lffoe, Pardon me tliere; however, there may be some 
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Buttlers foaad, perhaps, to loftke np tome liltle deli- 
oieocy ; abd if jou would, to oblige jour father, retrench 
Toor extravagances on this oocasion, perhaps the dif- 
feroDce in some time might be made. op. 

Fred. My dearest father! Ill bid adiea to all extra- 
vagaDce for ever. 

Love. Tboo art a dutiful good boy ; and, since I fiiul 
you have the same sentiments with me, provided she 
can but make out a pretty tolerable fortune, I am even 
resolved to marry her. 

Fred. Ha ! yoo resolved to marry Mariana ! 

Lofoe. Ay, to marry Mariana. 

Fred. Who? you!— yon, sir! 

Low, Yes, I, I, I. 
^ Fred, 1 beg } ou will pardon me, sir ; a sadden diz- 
ziness has seized me, anq 1 mast beg leare to retire. 

[£nt. 

Love. What the devil's the matter with the boy. 

Enter Jakes, <u a Coac^an. 
Where have yoa been? I have wauled yon above an 
hour. 

Jamet. Whom did you want, sir, yonr coachman or 
your cook ? for 1 am both one and t'other. 

Love, I want m v cook, sir. 

Jamei. I thought indeed it was not yoor coachman, 
for yon have had no great oocasion for him since your 
Jast pair of geldings were starv'd ; but your cook, sir, 
' ill wait ..--«.. 



shall wait upon you in an instant. \J*uUs off his i 
Coatf and appeart the Cook] Now, sir, 1 am - — -^ 
year commands. 

Love, lam engaged this evening to give a sapper. 

James. A supper, sir! I have not heard the word this 
half year — a dinner, indeed, now and then — but for n 
sapper, I'm almost afraid, for want of practice, my 
hand is out. 

lAwe. Leave off your jesting, and see that you pro- 
vide me a good supper. 

James, That may be done with a good deal of money, 
sir. 
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LoBe. Is the deril in yoa? always money! Can yon 
say notbinj^ else bat money ? My ctiildren, my servanU, 
my relations, can pronounce nothing bat money! 

James. Well, sir, bat how many will there be at 
UUe? 

Love. Aboot eight or ten— bat I'll have sopper drett 
bat for eight — for if there be enoagh for eight, there is 
enough for ten. 

Jamet. Sappose, sir, at one end a handsome soap, at 
the other a fine Westphalia ham and chickens ; on one 
aide a fillet of veal, on the other a turkey, or rather a 
boatard, which may be had for about a guinea. 

Love. Zounds! the fellow is providing an entertain- 
ment for my lord mayor and the court of aldermen. 

Jamei, Then a ragout 

Love, lil have no ragout— Would you burst the 
good people, yoa dog? 

James. Then, pray, sir — ^say what you will have. 

Love. Why, see and provide something to cloy theif 
atomaohs — let there be two good dishes of soop-maigre 
—a large snet padding — some dainty fat pork pie — 
(very fat^ — a fine, small, lean, breast of mutton, and a 
large dish with two artichokes. There — that's plentj, 
and variety. 

James. O dear ! 

Jaove, Plenty and variety. 

James. Bnt, sir, yon must have some poultry. 

Love. No, IMI have none. 

James. Indeed, %ir, you should. 

'Love. Well, then— kill the old hen, for she has done 
laying. 

James. Lord, sir, how the folks will talk of it — 
indeed people say enoagh of yon already. 

Love. Eh! why what do the people say, prayP 

James. Ah, sir, if 1 coald be assured you would not 
be angry. 

Love. Not at all ; for I am always glad to hear what 
the world says of me. 

James. Why, sir, since yon will have it then, lliey 
make a jest of you every where — nay of your servants 
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on jour acooutit.— One says, you pick a <|aarrel willi 
them quarterly, or when tbey leave yoo, in order to 
find an excuse to pay them no wages. 

Love. Pah! pali! * 

James. Another says, that yon were taken one nig^ht 
stealing your own oats from your own horses. 

Love. That must be a lie — ^Tur I never allow them 
any. 

Jamet. In a word, you are the by-word every wliere 
— and you are never mentioned, but by the names of 
Covetoufi — Stingy — Scraping old 

Love, Get, along, you impudent villain ! 

James. Nay, sir — ^you «aul yon would not be angry. 

Love. Get out. [Exit James. 

Enter Lappet. 

Love. Who's there? — Ah, is that yon. Lappet? 

Lap. I should rather ask if it be you, sir? Why, yon 
look so young and vigorous— 

Ijove. Do 1, do 1 ? 

Lap. Why, you grow younger and younger every 
day, sir; you never look'd half so young in your life, 
sir, as you do now. Why, sir, I know fifty young fel- 
lows, of five and twenty, that are older than yon are. 

Love. That may be, that may be. Lappet, consider- 
ing the lives they lead ; and yet I am a good ,ten years 
above fifty. 

Lap. Well! and what's ten years above fifty? 'tisljie 
▼Qry flower of a man's age. Why, sir, you are now in 
the very prime of ypor life. 

Love. Very true, that's very true, as to understand- 
ing; but 1 am afraid, could I take off twenty yearf 
'twould do ine no barm with the ladies. Lappet. How 
goes on uor aifitir with Mariana? have you mentioned 
any. tbijig about what her mother can give her? for, 
now-a'days, nobody marries a woman, unless she bdngs 
something with her besides her petticoat. 

Lap. Sir ! why, sir, this young lady will bo worth 
to you as good a thousand pounds a-year as ever was 
lold. 

Love, How! a thousand pounds a-year? 
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Lap. Sir, she'll briog joa in marriage a vast store of 
sobriety, the inheritance of a great love for riropiicitjr 
of dreM, and a vast aoqaired fond of hatred for play ; 
there's yoar thousand a-year ! 

Love, lo short. Lappet, 1 most touch, touch, touch, 
•onietbing real. 

Lap. Never fear, jou shall touch something real. I 
have heard them talk oF a certain country where she 
has a very pretty freehold, which shall be put into your 
hands. 

Love. Nay, if it were a copyhold I should be glad to 
tonc}iit: but there is another thing that dislnrbs me. 
Yoo know this girl is young, and yoniig people gene- 
rallv love one another's company: it would ill agree 
with a person of my temper to keep an assembly for all 
the young rakes and Oannting girls in town. 

Lap. Ah, sir, how little do you know of her ! this is 
another peculiarity that 1 had to tell you of: she has a 
most terrible aversion for all young people, and loves 
none but persons of 'your years. I would advise you, 
above all things, to take care not to appear loo young ; 
she insists on sixty at least : she says hdj years is nut 
able to content her. 

Love. This humour is a little strange, methinks. To 
say the truth, had I been a woman I should never have 
loved young fellows. 

Lap* I believe you. Pretty sort of stnfF indeed (o 
be in love with young fellows! pretty masters indeed, 
with their fine complexions! Now, I should be glad to 
taste the savour that is in any of them. 

Love. And do you really think me pretty tolerable? 

Lav, Tojerable! you are ravishing! if your picture 
was drawn by a good hand, sir, it would be invaluable ! 
'JTurn abovt a little, if you please : there, what can be 
more charming ! Lei me see you walk ; there's a person 
for you! tall, straight, free, and degag^e! Why, sir, 
yon have no fiiult about you. 

Love. Not many; hem, hem; not many, I thank 
lieairen ; only a few rheumatic pains now and then, and 
a small catarrh that seizes me sometimes. 
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Lap, Ali»Bir» llml's nothing; yoar cat&rrh siU very 
well upon yoQ, and you couj^li wilh a verj good 
grace. 

Love. Bnt tell me, what does Mariana say of my 
person ? 

^Lap, She has a particular pleasure in talking: of il; 
and I assure you, sir, I hare not been backward on all 
such occasions to blazon forth your merit, and to make 
her sensible how advantageous a match you will be to 
her. 

Love. Vou did very well, and I am obliged to you. 

Lap. But, sir, I have a small favour to ask of yoo—- 
I have a lawsuit depending, which I am on Ibe very 
brink of losing for want of a little money ; [He hoia 
gravely] and you could easily procure my sncoess if 
you had the least friendship for me. Von can't ima- 
gine, sir, the pleasure she takes in talking of yon. [He 
Looks pleased. J Ah! how you will delight lier! how 
your venerable mien will cnarm her ! she will never be 
able to withstand yon. — But indeed, sir, this iawsait 
will be of a terrible consequence to me. [He leokt 
grave againl I am ruined if I ^ose it, which a very smali 
matter might prevent. Ah, sir, had you bnt seen ik» 
raptures with which she has heard me talk of yon ! [£fe 
resumes his gaiety] How pleasure sparkled in her eyes 
at the recital of your good qualities ! In short, to dis- 
cover a secret to jou, which I promised to conceal, I 
have worked up her imagination, till she is downright 
impatient of having the match concluded. 

Love. Lappet, you have acted a veiry friendly part ; 
and 1 own that 1 have all the obligations in the world 
to you. 

Lap. I beg yon would give me this little asiistanoe^ 
sir ; [He looks serious) it will set me on my fioot, and I 
shall be eternallv obliged to yon. 

Love. Farewell ; Vu go and finish my dispatebea. 

Lap. I assure you, sir, you could never assist me i» 
a greater necessity. 

Love. I most go and give some orders about a par- 
ticular affair 
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Lap. I would not imporlnoe yon, sir, if I was not 
forced bj the last extremity. 

Love* I expect the lailor-aboot tornini^ mjr coat. 
DooH joa Jhink this coat will look well enough turii*d, 
with new battong, for a wedding-suit? 

Lap. For pitj's sake, sir, don't refuse me this small 
fayoor: I shall be undone, indeed, sir: if it were but 
so small a matter as ten pounds, sir. 

Love. I think I hear tne tailor's voice. 

Lap, If it were but five pounds, sir; but three pounds, 
sir; nay, sir, a single guinea would be of service for a 
day or two. 

[As he ojfcn to go out dn either Side she inter- 
cepts him. 

Love, I mast go; I can't stay. Hark, there, some- 
body calls me. I'm very much oblig'd to yon ; indeed 
1 am very much oblig'd to you ; f II d6 for yen, Lappet 
— ^you shall never know what Til do for ^on* lExit, 

Lap. Go to llmgatlMvs, to the devil, like a covetous 
good-fhr-Dothing villain as you are! Ramilie is in the 
right. [Exit. 



ACT THE SECOND. 




SCENE I. A Chamber. 
Enter Rami lie, meeting Lappst. 

Ram. Well, madam, wLat success? 

Lap. Never was a person of mj function so used — 
All rhetoric avaii'd notliinff ; while I was lalkinjir to biui 
about the ladj he smii'd and was pleas'd, but the 
moment I mentioned money to him his countenance 
chang^'d, and he understood not one word that 1 said. 
But now, Ramilie, what do you think this affair is that 
I am transacliiiff^ 

Ham. Nay, Mrs. Lappet, now you are p>otttn{f too 
severe a task upon me. How is it possible, in the vast 
variety of affairs which you honour with taking into 

Jour hands, that 1 should be able to guess which is so 
appy to employ your immediate thoaghts? 

Lap, Let me tell you, then, sweet sir! that I ain 
transacting an affair between your master's mistress and 
his father. 
Ram, What affair, pr'ylhee ? 
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Lap, Wbftt sheeld it be but tbe old on^, matrimony f 
In abort, yoar master and his lather are rivals. 

Rmn, I am glad on% and I wish tbe old gentleman 
suocesB with all my heart. 

Lap, How! are yoa year roaster's enemy P 

Ram, No, madam, 1 am so mocfa bis friend, that I 
bad rather he should lose his mistress than his humble 
serirant, which most be the ease; for I am determined 
•gainst a married fiimily. I will never be servant to 
any man who is not bis own master. But is tbe old 
gentleman in love? 

Lap, Ob, profoundly! deligbtfplly ! oh, that yon bad 
bnt seen him as I have! with bis feet tottoringf, bis 
eyes watering, his teeth chattering I his old trnnk was 
shaken with a lit of love, Just as if it had been a fit of 
an ague. 

jRom. He will have more cold fits than hot, I believe. 
Well, if you do succeed in your undertaking, yon will 
allow this, I hope, that I first put it into ^our head. 

Lap, Yes, it is true joo did mention it first ; bnt I 
thought of it first, I am sure ; I must have thought of 
it ; bnt I will not lose a moment's time ; for notwith- 
standing all I have said, young fellows are devils. Be- 
sides, this has a most plausible tongue, and should he 
get aooess to Mariana, may do in a row minutes what I 
shall never be able to undo as long as I live. [Exit, 

Ram, There goes tbe glory of all chambermaids, 
match ber who can. [£fit. 

SOBNB II. Loveoold's House. 

Enter Loveooi.d and Frederic, meeting Mrs. 
Wisely aad Mariana. 

Mn, W. Mr. Lovegold — my daughter. 

Love, Pray give me leave, young lady : I have been 
told yon have no great aversion to spectacles: it is not 
that your charms do not sufficiently strike tbe naked 
eye, or that they want addition ; bnt it is with glasses 
we look at the stars; and I'll maintain you are a star 

B 
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of beaoty ; Uiat is, tbe finest, brightest, aad most glori- 
ous of all stars. 

Mar. 1 shall never he able to hold it out, unless yon 
keep him at a greater distance. 

Love. [Listenijig] I shall make the fellow keep his 
distaHce, madam, llark'e, you Mr. Spendall, why don't 
you come and make this lady some aoknowiedgioent 
for tbe great honour she does your father. 

Fred, My father has indeed, madam, ranch reason to 
be vain of his choice: jou will be doubtless a very 
great honour to onr family ; notwithstanding whieh, t 
cannot help. saying, that if it were in my power, I 
believe 1 snould make no scruple of preventing tbe 
match. 

Mar. I beJieve it, indeed : were they to ask the leave 
of their children, few parents would marry twice. 

Love. Why, you ill-bred blockhead, is that the com- 
pliment you make your mother-in-law? 

Fred, Well, sic, since yon will have me talk in ano- 
ther style— Suffer me, madam, to put myself in the 
place of my father; and believe me, wh^n I swear to 
you, I never saw any one half so .charming ; that I can 
imagine no happiness eqnal to that of pleasing yon ; 
that to be oalled your husband, would be to my ears a 
title more ble6t, more glorious, than that of the greatest 
of princes. 

Love. Hold, hold, sir! softly, if you please! 

Fred. I am only saying a few civil things, sir» for 
you to this lady. 

Love. Your humble servant, sir ! I have a tongne to 
say civil things wilh myself: I have no need of snch 
an interpreter as yon are, sweet sir I 

Mar. If your faAher eould not speak better for him- 
self than his son can for him, I am afraid he would 
meet v^ith little success. 

Love. 1 don't ask yon, ladies, to drink any wine 
before supper, lest it should flpoil.yoor stomachs. 

Fred, J have taken tlie liberty to order some sweet- 
meals* sir, and tokay in tbe ne^t room: I ho|ie tiie 
ladies will excuse what is wanting. 
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Mrt. W. There was no necessity for soch a oollation. 

Fred, \To Mariana] Did you erer see, madam, so 
fine a brilliant as that on my father's finger. 

Mar, It seems, indeed, to be a very fine one. 

Fred. Yon cannot judge of it, madam, unleM you 
were to see it nearer. If you will give me lea?e, sir. 
\Tdkes it cfffrom his Father's Finger and gives it to 
Maariana'] Xbere is no seeing a jewel while it is on the 
finger. 

Mrs. W.and Mar. It is really a prodigious fine one* 

Love. Tis none of mine, His only a pawn. 

Fred. [Preventing Mariana, who is going to return 
m No, madam, it is already in the best hands. My 
lather, madam, intends it as a present to you, therefore 
I hope you will accept it. 

Love. Present! I! 

Fred. Is it not, sir, your request to this lady, that 
she wonld wear this bauble for your sake i 

Love* [To Frederic] Is the devil in yon? 

Fred. 4ie makes signs to me that I would entreat 
yon to accept it. 

Mar. I shall not, upon my word. 

Fred. He will not receive it again. 

Love, I shall run stark staring mad ! 

Mar. I must insist on returning it. 

Fred. It would be cruel in yon to refuse him ; let me 
entreat you, madam, not to shook my poor father to 
such a degree. 

Mrs. W. It is ilt-breeding, child, to rufuse so often. 
* Love. Oh, that the devil wonld but flyaway with this 
fellow! 

Fred. See, madam, what agonies he is in. lest yon 

should return it It is not my fault, dear sir ! I do alt 

I can to prevail with her — but she is obstinate— 'For 
pity's sake, madam, keep it. 

Love. [To Frederic} Infernal villain! 

Fred. My fiither wilfnever forgive me, madam, unless 
I sneceed : on my knees I entreat you. 

Love, The cut-throat! 

Mrs. W. Daughter,' I protest yoo make me ashamed 
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of yoa. Cobie> oome* pptap the ring, cinoe Mr. Lot e- 
gold if lo aneuj about it 

Mar, Yoar commands, nadam, always .delerraiiie 
me, and I shall refuse no longer. 

Lavc» I shall be undone! I wish I was buried while 
I bare one fiirlhing left. 

Enter a Servant. 

Serv. Sir, there is a man at the door who desires lo 
speak with too. 

Love. Tell him I am bus7~bid him oome another 
timio — bid him leave his business with you. 

Serv. Must he leave the money he uss brought wiHi 
l^im, sir? [Esit Servant. 

Love. No, no, stay — tell him I oome this instant I 
ask pardon ladies, V\\ wait on you again, immediately. 

, [ExU. 

Fred. Will you please, ladies, to walk into the next 
room, and taste the collation I was mentioning? 

Mrs. W. Really, sir, this is an unnecessary trouble; 
but since the tokay is provided I will taste one glass. 

Mar. I'll wait on you, madam. [fceunl. 

SCBNE III. A Hall in Lov^oolo's House, 
Enter Frederic and Ramilie. 

Fred, How ! Lappet my enemy ! and can she attempt 
to forward Mariana's marriage with my father? 

B^im. Sir, open my honour it is true. 

Fred. Go, and fetch Lappet htthqr ; Til ti^ if I caa*l 
bring her over. 

Ham, Bring her over! a fig for her, sir! I have a plot 
worth fifty of yours. I'll blow her up with your father : 
I'll make him believe just the contrary of eVery word 
she has told him. 

Fred. Can you do that? 

FUan. Never fear it, sir; I warrant jny lies keep even 
pace with hers. But, sir, I have anoUier piQt; 1 don'l 
question but before yon sleep I shall put you in | 
sion of some thousands of your father's money. 
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Fred. Bot I aal afraid ikmt will be carrying iha jest 
loo fii*. 

Emn. Sir, T will undertake to make it oat, that rol>- 
biog hiiB is a downright meritorions act Besides, sir, 
if TOQ have any qoalms of oonscienoe yoo may retom 
it him again : yoor haring possession of it will bring 
biro to anv terms. 

Fred. VVell, well, I beliere there is little danger of 
thy stealing any thing from him; so about -the first 
affair ; it is that only which oanses mjr present pain. 

Ham, Fear nothing, sir, whilst Ramilio is your friend. 

[Eant. 

Fred, If impudence can giye a title to snooeis, I am 
sure thou hast a good one. Ha! Lappet, 

Enter Lappet. 

Lap* Hey-day I Mr. Frederic, you stand with your 
arms aoross, and look as melancholy as if there was a 
funeral going on in the house instead of a wedding. 

Fred. Mbtress, undq immediately what you faaire 
done, prevent this match whieh you hare forwarded, or, 
by all the devils whieh inhabit that heart of yours—- 

Lap. For heaven's sake, sir ! you do not intend to 
kill n^P 

Fred, What coold drive your villany to attempt to 
rob me of jlhe woman I dote on more than life? what 
could urge thee, w(fen 1 trusted thee with my passion, 
when I have paid Ihe most extravagant usury for money 
to bribe tbee to be my friend, what could sway thee to 
betray me ? 

Lap. As I hope to be sav'd^ rir, whatever I have dene 
was intended for your service. 

F^ed. It is in vain to deny it \ I know thou bast used 
tby utmost art to persuade my lather into this match. 

Lap, Be but appeased, sir, and let me recover out of 
this terrible fright yon have put me into, and I will 
enjpige to make you easy yet Sir ! I never did any 
thing yet so efieoluallv, but that I have been capable of 
andoing it; nor have i ever said any thing so positively 
but that I liave been able as positively to unsay it again. 
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As for troth, I have neglected it so long, that I often 
^rset wl^ich ^ide of the question it is of: besides, I 
look on it to be so very insignificant towards' success, 
that I ain verjr indifferent whether it is for me or against 
ine. 

Fred. Let me entreat you, dear madam, to consider 
how verj precious our tune is, since the marriage is 
intended this very evening. 

Lap. That cannot be, nor it shall not be. 

Fred. How ! how will j'ou prevent it.^ 

Lap, By an infallible role I have. But, sir, you was 
mentioning a cerlain little word called money, jost 
o6w. I should not repeat it to yon, sir, but that really 
one goes about a thing with so much belter a will, and 
one has so much belter luck in it too, when one has 
got some little matter by it. 

Fred. Here take all tlie money I have in niy pocket, 
and on my marriage with Mariana thou shalt have fifty 
more. 

Lap, That is enough, sir ; if Ihe^ were half-married 
already 1 would unmarry them again. 1 am impatient 
till 1 am about it [Exit Frederic] Oh, there is nothing 
like gold to quicken a woman's capacity ! Ha ! here he 
is! 

Enter Lovegold. 

Lap. Oh, nn happy miserable creature tliftt I an! 
what shall 1 do P whither shall I go? 

Love. What's the matter, Lappet? 

Lap. To have been innocently assisting in betraying 
so good a man ! so good a master I so good a friend ! 

Love. Lappet, 1 say. 

Lap. 1 shall never forgiye myself; I shall never out- 
live it ; I shall never eat, drink, sleep 

[Rufu against kirn. 

Love. One won Id think yon were walking in your 
sleep now. What can be the meaning of this ^ 

Lap. Oh, sir!-— yon are undone, sir! and I am on- 
done 1 

Love. How! what! has any one robb'd me? Have 
' I loi^ any thing ? 
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Lap, No, sir ; bat Toa have got sonetiinig. 

lATve, Whktl whal! 

Lap. A wife, sir ! 

Love. No, 1 lia«'e not jet. 

Lap. How, sir ! are joo not married ? 

Lave. No. 

Lap. That is the hafjlpiest word I ever heard come 
oot of joar month. 

Love, I have, for some parlicQiar reasons, pal off the 
match for a few days. 

Lap, Yes, sir ; and for some particalar reasons yoo 
shall pot off the match for a few jears. 

jLove. What do jou saj ? 

Lap, Oh, sir! this affair has almost determined me 
never to engage in matrimonial matters again. I have 
been finely deceived in this lady ! I told ^oii, sir, she 
bad an estate in a certain country ; bot I hnd it is all a 
cheat, sir ; the devil of any estate has she. 

Lovt. How ! not any estate at all ! how can she live 
then? 

Lap. Nay, sir, heaven knows how half Ibe people in 
this town live. 

Love. However, it is an excellent good qaalily in a 
woman to be able to live without an estate. She that 
can make something onl of nothing will make a Hltlc 
go a great way. 1 am sorry she has no foKune; bot 
considering all her saving qualities, Lappet 

Lap, A 11 an imposition, sir; she is the most extra- 
vagant wretch upon earth. 

Love. How! how! extravagant? 

Lap. I tell yon, sir, she is downright extravagance 
itself. 

Love. How was it possible for you to be deceived in 
^ ber? 

Lap. Alas, sir! she would 'have deceived the devil — ' 
• she wonid have deceived even you : for, sir, dnring a 
whole fortnight, since yon have been in love with her, 
' she has made it her whole business to conceal her ex- 
travagance, and appear thrifty. 

' Ltme. That is a good sign though. Lappet; let me 
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tell joa, Ibftt it is a good sign ; nghi babiU, m well as 
wroD|Ct are got by affecling tbem : and she who ootild 
be tbriflj a whole fortnight, gives lively hopes that she 
njav be brought to be so as long as she lives. 

Lav. She loves plaj to distraction ; It is the only 
▼isible wav in the world she has of a living. 

Lave. She most win then, Lappet; and play, wboo 
people play the best of the game, is no socn very bad 
thing ; Pd play myself if I was sore of winning. Be- 
sides, as she plavs opiy to support herself, wmo sbo 
oan be sonported without it, sne may leave it off. 

Lap. To support her extravagance, in dress partioiH 
larly ; why, don't yoo see, sir, she js dress'd oot to-daj 
like a princess ? 

Love. It may be an effect of prndence in a younn^ 
woman to dress in order to get a linsband ; and as that 
is apparently her motive, when she is married that mo- 
tive ceases : and, to say the truth, she is in disooarae a 
Tery prudent young woman. * 

Lap. Think of her extravagance. 

Love. A woman of the greatest modesty. 

Lap. And extravagance. 

Lewe. She has really a very fine set of teeth. 

Lap. She will have all the teeth out of yoor head. 

Xove. I never saw finer eyes. 

Lap. She will eat. you out of house and hone. 

Lame. Charming hair. 

Lap. She will ruin yon. 

Love. Sweet kissing lips, swelling breasts, and the 
finest shape that ever was embraced. 

[Catching Lappet in hU Arms, 

hap. bh, sir ! I am not the lady. — Was ever such aa 
old goat ! [ilftdel Well, sir, I see yoo are determined 



on the match, and so I desire you will pa^ me my wagea. 



I cannot bear to see the ruin of a family in which I have 
lived so long, that I have contracted as great a friend- 
ship for it as if it was my own : I can't bear to see 
waste, riot, and extravagance; to see all the wealth a 
poor, honest, industrious gentleman has been raising 
all his life-time, squandered away, in a year or two, in 
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fisMts, bftlU, mosio, oardii, dotbei, jeirels— It woold 
break mj heart to tee my poor old matter eat oat bj a 
set of tingen, fiddlers, milliners, mantua-makers, mer- 
cers, tojmeD, jewellers, fopa, cheats, rakes — ^to see his 
goiaeai fly aboat like dost, ail his ready money paid in 
one morninff to one tradesman, his whole stoek io Uie 
funds spent in one lialf year, all his land swallowed 
down in another, all his old gold, nay, the very plate 
which be has had in his family time oat of mind, whioh 
has deseended from fatheh* to sdn ever since the flood ! 
to see even that disposed of! What will they have next, 
I wonder, when they have had all that he is worth in 
Ihe world, and left the poor old man without any thinip 
lofiirnish his old age with the necessaries of life? — 
Will they be contented then ? or will they tear out his 
bowels, and eat them too ! [Both burst into Tears] The 
laws are crnel, to pat it in the power of a wife to ruin 
her hnsband in this manner — And will any one tell me 
that snob a woman as this is handsome? — What are a 
pair of shining eyes, when they must be bought with 
the loss of all one's sbining okfgold? 

Lave. Oh, my poor old gold ! 

Lap, F^rbaps she has a fine set of teeth. 

Lwe. My poor plate that I have hoarded with so 
moob care ( 

Lap, Or ril grant she may have a most beantifol 
shape. 

Love, Mr dear lands and tenements! 

Lap, What are the roses on her cheeks, or lilies in 
ber neck ? 

Love, My poor India bonds, bearing at least three 
and a hdf per cent ! 

Lajf. A fine excuse^ indeed, when a man is roioed by 
faia wilb, to tell as be married a beauty ! 

Enter Lawyer. 

Law, Sir, the eontract is ready; mj client has sent 
for the eounstsl on the other side, and be is now below 
examiniBg it. 

Love. Get yon out of my doors, you villain ! yoa 
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and yoor client too; 111 contract yon, with a pla^ae. 
fi^Mts Lawyer off] I am very m'nch obliged to yoa. 
Lappet; indeed I am yery macli obliged to you. 

Lap. I am sure, sir, 1 have a very great satisfiiotion 
in serving you, and I hope yon will eonsider of that 
Uttle affair that 1 mentioned to you to-day about mjr 
lawsuit. 

Love. I am very much obliged to you. 

Lfip. I hope, »ir, you will not suffer me to be ruined, 
when I have preserved you from it. 

Jjove. Hey ! [Appearing deaf. 

La^. You know, sir, that in Weslminster^hall monej 
and nght are always on the same side. 

Love. Ay, so they are ; very true, so they are; and 
therefore no one can take too much care of his money. 

Lap. The smallest matter of money, sir, would do' 
me an infinite service. 

Love. Hey ! what? 

Lap. .\ small matter of money, sir, would do me a 
great kindness. 

Love. Oho! I have a very great kindness for you^ 
indeed I have a very great kindness for you. 

Lap. Deuce take your kindness! — I'm only losing 
time ; there's nothing to be got out of him ; so I'll even 
to Frederic, and see what the report of my success will 
do there. Ah, would I were married to thee myself! 

[Abide mid exU^ 

Love. What a prodigious escape have I had! lean- 
not look at the precipice witbont being giddy. 

Enter Rami lie. 
Who is that? Oh! is it you, sirrah? how dare yoa 
enter within these walls? 

Ram. IVuly, sir, 1 can scarcely reconcile it to myself: 
1 think, after what has happened, you have na great 
title to my friendship ; but I don't know how it is, sir, 
there is something or other about yon which strangely 
engages my affections, and which, together with the 
friendship 1 have for your son, won't let me suffer yon 
to be imposed upon > and to prevent that, sir, is the 
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whole and lole occasion of my coming within yoar 
doors. Did not a certain lady, sir, called Mrs. Lftppet, 
derart from yoo just now ? 

Lave. What if she did, sirrah? 

Ram. Has she not, sir, been talking to yon about a 
yonng lady whose name is Mariana ? 

Love. Well, and what then ? 

Ram. Why, then, sir, e?ery single syllable she has 
told yon has been neither more nor less than a roost 
confounded lie, as is, indeed, every word she says; for 
J don't believe, upon a modest calcalation, she has told 
six truths since she has been in the house. She is made 
op of lies ; her father was an attorney, and her mother 
was chambermaid to a maid of honour. 

Love. She comes of a damn'd lying family. 

Ram. The first word she spoke was a lie, and so will 
be the last. I know she has pretended a great afteotion 
for you, that*s one lie ; and every thing she has said of 
Mariana is another. 

Love. How ! how ! are yon sore of this? 

Ram. Why, sir, she and 1 laid the plot together; 
that one time indeed i myself was forced to deviate a 
little from the troth, bat it was with a good design ; the 
jade pretended to me that it was out of friendship to 
my master; that it was, because she thought such a 
ttatch would not be at all to his interest; but,* alas! 
sir, I know her friendship begins and ends at home, 
and that she has friendship for no person living bnl her- 
self. Why, sir, do but look at Mariana, sir, and see 
wiietber you can think her such a sprt of woman as she 
baa described her to yoo.' 

Love. Indeed she has appeared to roe always in a 
different light 1 do believe what you say. I will go 
and deny all that I said to the lawyer, and put an end 
to every thing this moment. — I knew it was im^ssible 
she coald be soch a sort of a woman ^ and for this piece 
of intelligence Til give yon— IMI give you^ — No — IMl 
forgive yoa all your faults. lExit. 

Ram. And I will go find ont my master, make him 
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the bapfuest of mankind, sqoeezd his parae, and then 

get drank for the honoar of all party-coloured politi- 

cians. XExU. 

SCENE lY. TheHalL 

Enter Frederic and Lappet. 

Fred. Excellent Lappet! J shall never think I hare 
safflciently rewarded jou for what yon have done. 

Lap. I nave only done half the business yet: I have, 
I believe, effectaally broke off the match with your 
father. Now, sir, I shall make up the matter between 
yon and her. 

Fred. Do but that, dear girl! and 111 coin myself 
into guineas. 

Enter Ramilie. 

Ram. Oh, madam, I little expected to have foond 
you and mv master together after what has happened ; 
1 did not tnink you had had the assurance 

Fred. Peace, Ramilie! all is well, and Lappet is the 
best friend i have in the world. 

Ram. Yes, sir, all is well, indeed ; no thanks to her; 
liappy is the master that has a good servant ; a good 
servant is certainly the greatest treasure iu the world. 
I have done your business for you, sir ; 1 have frus- 
trated all she has been doing, deny'd all she has been 
telling him : in short, sir, 1 observed her ladyship in a 
long conference with the old ^ntleman, mightily to 
year interest, as you mav imagine; no sooner was she 
gone, than 1 steps in, and made the old gentleman be- 
lieve every single syllable she had told him to be a moat 
confounded lie; and away he is gone, fully deterndned 
to piit an end to the affair. 

Lap. And sign the contract! so now, sir, yon are 
ruined without reprieve. 

Fred, Death and damnation! fool! villain! 

Ham, Hey-day! what is the meaning of thisP have 
I done any more than you commanded me? 

Fred. Nothing but m^ cursed stars could have con* 
Uived so damned an accident. 
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Ram» Yoa cannot blame ne, sir, whatever has hap- 
pened. 

Fred, I don't blame jou, sir, nor myself, nor any 
one. Fortune has marked me out for misery ; bat I 
will be no longer idle : since I am to be ruined, ril 
meet my dettrnction. 

[Exit. Lap, and Ram, ttand same time in $ilencey 
loohing at each other. 

Lap, I give you joy, sir, of the success of yonr 
negociatiou : yoa have approved yourself a most able 
person truly ; and I dare swear, when your skill is once 
known, you will not want employment : but, sirrah ! 
how durst you go and betray me to your master, for he 
has told me alt:* Never see my face again. [Exit, 

Ram. Now I'll to my lurking place. I'm sure this 
old rogue has money hid in the j^arden ; it I can but 
discover it, I shall handsomely quit all scores with the 
old gentleman, and make my WMltf *4«ffioieQt relnrn 
for the loss of his mistress. [Exit. 



ACT THE THIRD. 




SCENE 1. IjOVEGOLd's Garden, 
Enter Ramilie, witfe a «tron^ Boar, meeting Frederic, 

Raim Follow me, sir, follow me this instaok. 

Fred. Wliat*8 the matter f 

Ram. Follow me, sir; we are in the right box ; the 
business is done. 

Fred. What's done? 

Ram. I have it under my arm, sir — he^e it is ! 

Fred. What! what! 

Ram. Your father's soul, sir — his money — Fotlchv 
me, sir, this moment. {^Exeunt. 

En}er Loveoold, in the the utmost Distraction. 

Love. Thieves! thieves! assassination! murder! I 
am undone! all my money is gone ! who is the thief? 
where is the villain? where shall 1 find him? Give me 
my money again, villain ! [Catching himself by the Arm^ 
1 am distracted ! I know not where 1 am, nor what I 
am, nor what I do! Oh, my money, my money! Ha ! 
what say you ? Alack-a-day ! her* is no one. The vil- 
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liuo mast have watched his time carefully ; he most 
have done j| while 1 was siniing that damn'd contract. 
I will fifo to a justice* and have all my lionse pot to 
their oaths, my servants, my children, my mistress, and 
myself too; all the peonl^ in the house, and in the 
street, and in the town, I will have them all executed ; 
I will hang all the world, and if 1 don*t find my money, 
rii hang myself afterwards. [£ctt. 

SCENE II. A Chatnber, Table and Chairs. 

Mariana, Mrs. Wisely, Furnish, Sattin, and 

Sparkle, discovered. 

Mar. Yon will take care, Mr. Furnish, and let me 
have those two beds with the utmost expedition. 

Fur. I shall take particular care, madam ; I shall pat 
them both in hand to-morrow morning; I shall put oil* 
some work, madam, on that account. 

Mar, Oh, Mr. Sattin! have you brought those gold 
staffs I ordered you i 

Sat. Yes, madam, I have brought your ladyship some 
of tlie finest patterns that were ever made. 

Mar. Welt, Mr. Sparkle, have you the necklace and 
ear-rings with you P 

iSjpar. Yes, madam, and I defy any jeweller in town 
to snew yoa their equals ; they are, I think, the finest 
water I ever saW ; they are finer than the duchess of 
Glitter's, whch have been so much admired : I have 
brought you a solitaire, loo, madam — my lady Raffle 
boaght the fellow of it yesterday. 

Mar. Sure it has a flaw in it, sir. 

Spar. Has it, madam? then there never was a bril- 
liant without one : 1 am sure, madam, I bought it for k. 
good stone, and, if it be not a good stone, you shall 
have it for nothing. 

Enter I,ioveoolp. 

Love. It*s lost, it's gone, it's irrecoverable! I shall 
never see it more ! 

Mar. And what will be the lowest prioe of the neck- 
iaoe and ear-rings ? 



3^ THE MISER. ACT 3. 

^jfor. If yoo were mj sister, nadan, I coald not 
bale yoa one farthing of tiiree thoasaud guineas. 

Love. What do yoa say of three thousand goioeas, 
villain ! have you my three thousand guineas? 
Mrs. W. Bless me, Mr. Loregold ! what's the matter? 
Love, I am undone! I am ruined! my money is 
stolon ! my dear three thousand guineas that I reoeived 
but yesterday, are taken away from the place 1 had pot 
them in, and I shall nerer see them again ! 

Mar. Don't let them make you uneasy ; yoo may pos- 
sibly recover them -, or if you should not, the lose is but 
a trifle. 

Love. How! a trifle! do you call three thousand 
guineas a trifle ? 

Mrt. W. She »ees you so disturbed, that she is wil- 
ling to make as light of your loss as possible, in order 
to comfort you. 

Love. To comfort me ! can she comfort me by calling 
three thousand guineas a trifle ? But tell me, what were 
yon sajing of them ? have you seen them ? 

Spar. Really sir, I do not understand you ; I was tel- 
ling the lady the price of a necklace and a pair of ear- 
rings, which are cheap at Uiree thousand guineas. 
Love. How! whatr what? 

Mar. I canH think them very cheap ; however, T am 
resolved to have them ; so let him have the money, sir, 
if you please. 
Love, I am in a dream ! 

Mar. Yon will be paid immediately, sir. Well, Mr. 
Sattin, and pray what is the highest priced gold-stuff 
yon have brought ? 
Sat, Madam, I have one of twelve pounds a yard. 
Afar. It must be pretty at that price; let me have a 
dress out off. 

Love. You shall out off my head first! What are jon 
doing ? are you mad ? 

Afar. I am only preparing a proper dress to appear 
in as your wife. 

Lose. Sirrah, offer to open any of your piokpookel 
trinkets here, and I'll make an example of yoo. 
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Mar. Mr. Lovegold, give me leave to tell jou this 
it a behaviour I don*t understand : yon give me a fine 
pattern before marriage of the nsage I am to expect 
after it. 

Love. Here are fine patterns of what I am to expeot 
after it! 

Mar. I assure vou, sir, J shall insist on all the pri- 
vileges of an English wifet I shall not be taught to 
dress bj my husband ; I am myself the best judge of 
what joa can afford ; and if I do streteh your purse a 
litlle, it is for your honour, sir ; the world will know it 
is your wife that makes a figure. 

"Lave. Can you bear to hear this, madam ? 

Mn, W. 1 should not ottuntenanoe my daughter in an> 
extravagance, sir ;— she will never run yon into unne- 
eessary expenses; so far from it, that if yon will but ge- 
nerously make her a present of five thousand pounds to 
fit herself out at first in clothes and jewels, I dare 
swear yon will not have any other demand on those 
accounts — I don't know when. 

Mar. No, unless a birtli-night snil or two, I shall 
•oaroe want any thing more this twelvemonth. 

Love. I am undone, plundered, murdered! however, 
there is one comfort, I am not married yet 

Mar. And free to choose whether you will marry at 
all or no. 

Mrf. W. The consequence, you know, will be no 
more than poor ten thousand pounds, which is all the 
forfeitore of the breach of contract. 

Love. But, madam, 1 have one way yet: f have not 
bound my heirs and executors, and so if I hang myself, 
I am off tlie bargain — in the mean while I'll try if I 
cannot rid my house of this nest of thieves^Get out 
of my doors, you cutpnrses. 

Spar. Pay me for my jewels, sir, or return 'em me. 

Love. Give him his Imubles, give them him. 

Mar. I shall not, I assure you. You need be under 
no apprehension, sir ; von see Mr. Lovegold is a litlle 
disordered at present, but if yon will como to-morrow, 
you shall have your money, 
c 
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Spar, V\\ depend on yoar ladvship, inadaur. 

[^Exit^ followed by Satin, 

Lone, Who the devil tre you ? what have yoa to do 
here? 

Fur. I am an npholslerer, sir, and I am oome to new 
furnish your house. 

Love, Out pf my doors this instant, or I will disfar- 
tiisb your head for you ; Til beat out your brains. 

[Exit Funiith, 

Mrs. W. Sure, sir, you are mad. 

Love. I was when 1 signed the oontracU Oh, that 1 
. bad never learn I to write my name! 

Mar, I suppose, sir, you expect to be 6nely spoken 
•f abroad for this! you will get an excellent character 
In the world by this behaviour. 

Mn. W. Is this your gratitude to a woman who has 
refused so much better oners on your account f 

Love, Oh, would she had taken them ! Give me up 
mv contract, and i will gladly resign all right and title 
whatsoever. 

Mn, W, It is too late now ; the gentlemen have had 
their answers; a good offer refused once, is not to be 
had again. 

Enter a Servant* 

Serv, Madam, the tailor, whoip your ladyship lent 
for, is come. 

Mar, Bid him come in. [£at( Servantl This is an 
instance of the regard I have for you. 1 have sent for 
one of the best tailors in toiyn to make you a new suit 
of clothes, that you may appear like a gentleman ; for 
as it is for your honour that I should be well dressed, 
so it is for mine that you should. Come, madam, we 
will go in and give further orders conoerninj^ the 
entertainment. lExeunt Mrs, Wisely and Maruma, 
Enter List. 

Love. Oh, Lappet, Lappet ! the time thou hast pro- 
phesied of, is come to pass ! 

List, I am your honour's most humble servanL My 
name is List : 1 presume I am the person yon sent fur 
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— ^The laceman will be here iromedialelv. Will your 
honour be pienaed to b« taken measare of first, or look 
over the patterns? if joa please we will take measure 
first. I do not know, sir« who was so kind as to recom- 
meod me to jou, but I believe I shall give jon entire 
salis&ction. 1 may defy any tailor in England to un- 
derstand the fashion better than myself; tlie thing is 
impossible, sir. I always visit Pranoe twice a year ; 

and, though I say it, that should not say it Stand 

upright, if von please, sir 

Love, ril take measure of your back, sirrah I'll 

teach such pickpockets as you are to come here— —Out 
of my doors, you villain. 

List. Hey-day, sir ! did you send for me for this, sir? 
— I shall bring yon in a bill without any clothes. [Exit. 

Enter Lappet. 

Lap. Where^ is my poor master ? Ob, sir, I cannot 
express the affliction I am in to see you ^Jevoured in 
this manner! How could you, sir, when I told you what 
a woman she was, how coold you undo yourself with 
jour eyes open ? 

Love, Poor Lappet! had I taken your advice I had 
been happy. 

Lap. And I too, sir ; for a-lack-a-day ! I am as mi- 
serable as von are ; I feel every thing for yon, sir ; in- 
deed I shall break my heart upon vour account. 

Love. I shall be much obliged to yop if you do', 

iMp. How could a man of yoor sense, sir, marry in 
so precipitate a manner ? 

Love. I am not married ! I am not married ! 

Lap. Not married I 

Love. No, no, no I 

Lap. AiPs safe yet. No man is qoile undone till he 
is married. 

Love. I am, I am undone. Oh, Lappet! I cannot tell 
it thee. I have given her a bond, a bond, a bond ! of 
ten thoasand pounds to marry her ! 

Tjop. You shalllbrfeit it. 
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Love. Forfeit what? my life, and 8odI, and blood, 
and heart ! 

I^ip. You shall forfeit it 

Love, ril be baried aliTO sooner — No, I am deter- 
mined rU marry her first, and hang myself after to aave 
my money. 

Lap, 1 see, sir, yoo are andone ; and if you shoold 
hang yourself, I could not blame yon. 

[Ktwckmgwith4mt, 

Love. Dear Lappet, see what it is — 1 shall be nndone 
in an hour. [Exit Lappet] Oh ! Ob ! Why did not I 
die a Tear ago? What a deal of money I should luiTe 
sav'd, had 1 died a year ago! 

He-e^iter Lapp ft. 

Lop. Oh, sir! I am scarce able to tell tou. It i« 
spread about the town that yon are married, and yonr 
wife's creditors are coming in whole flocks. There is 
one single debt for fire thousand pounds, which an 
attorney is without to demand. 

Lave. Oh ! oh ! oh ! let them cut my throat. 

Lap. Think wbat an escape you have had! think if 
yon had married her. 

Love. I am as bad as married to her. 

Lap. It is impossible, sir; nothing can be so bad: 
what, yon are to pay her ten thousand pounds*^ Well — 
' and ten thousand pounds are a sum ; thev are a som, I 
own it — Ihey are a sum ! but what is snon a sum com- 
pared with such a wife? if yon marry her, in one week 
you will be in a.prison, sir. 

Love, If I am I can keep my money; they can't lak« 
that from me. 

Lap, Suppose, sir, it were possible, (not that I believe 
it is) but suppose it were possible to make her abate a 
little ; suppose one eoold bring her to eight thouiand. 

Love, Eight thousand devils take her 

Lap, Bo^ dear sir ! eonsider, nay, conaider imme- 
diately, for every aianle-yeo lose, yon lose a sue^~>Be 
resolute, sir ; consider every goiaea joa give eavet you 
a score. 
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Lave. Weir, if the will oonaeiit to, to, to, eight bno- 
dred — Bat try, do try, if yoo can make her bate an? 
thing of that — ^if joo can — ^you shall have a twentieth 
Dart of what gfae Imtet for yoarself. 

Lap. Why, sir, if I coold get yoa off at eight thou- 
•and you oo^ht to leap out of your akin for joy. 

Love. I wuh I was out of my skin.. 

* IKnocking withmit. 

Lap, So, so, more duns, I suppose — Go but into the 
kitchen, sir, or the hall, and it will have a' belter effect 
on you than all I can say. 

Love. What shall I do? Part with eight thousand 
poundt I I shall run distracted either way ! [Exit. 

Lap. Ah ! would we eoold once prove you so, yon 
old covetous good-for-nothing. 

Enter Mariana. 

Mar. Well, what success? 

Lap. It is impossible to tell ; he is just gone into the 
kitchen, where, if he is not frightened into our design, 
1 shall begin to despair. They say fear^ will make a 
coward brave, but nothing can make him generous; 
the very fear of losing all he is worth, will scarce bring 
him to part with a penny. 

Mar. And have you acquainted neither Frederic nor 
Harriet with my intentions? 

Lap. No, I assure yoo. Ah, madam, had I not been 
able to have kept a secret, 1 had never brought about 
thoie affairs that I have. 

R&-enter Lovsoold. 

L&ve. I am undone! I am undone! I am eat up! I 
am devoured ! I have an army of cooks in my house. 

Lap. Dear madam, consider — I know eight thousand 
pounds are a trifle ; I know they are nothing; my mas- 
ter can very well afford them; they will make no bole 
in his purse; and, if you should stand out, you will get 
more. 

Love. IPutting hU Hand before Lapfe^s MoatK] 
-Yon lie, you lie, yon lie, you lie, you he, she never 
could get more— never should get more^ it is more 
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than I am worth ; it is an immense sum ! and I will be 
starved, drowned, shot, banged, barnt, before J part 
with a penny of it ! 

Lap. For Leaven's sake, sir, yon will ruin all 
Madam, let me beg yon, entreat you, to bate these two 
thousand pounds. Suppose a lawsuit should be the con- 
sequence, I know my master would be cast; I know it 
would oost him an immense sum of money, and that be 
would pay the charges of both in the end ; but yon 
might be kept oat of it a long time. Eight thonsaod 
pounds now are better than ten five years henoe. 

Mar. No ; the satisfaction of my revenge on a man 
who baselv departs from his word, will make me Amenda 
for the delay, and whatsoever I suffer, as long as I |^now 
bis ruin will be the consequence, I shall be easjr. 

Love. Bloody-minded wretch ! 

Lap. Why, sir, since she insists on it, what does it 
signify? You know you are in her power, and it will 
be only throwing away mdre money to be compelled to 
it at last: why, sir, get rid of her at once ; what are 
two thousand pounds! Why, sir, the court of chancery 
will eat it up tor a breakfast: ft has been given fpr a 
mistress, and will you not give it to be rid of a wife ? 
Besfdes, sir [They whisfjer. 

Love. How? and will you swear a robbery against 
her? that she robbed me of what I shall give tier r 

Lap. Depend on it, sir. 

Love. I'll break open the bureau, to make it look the 
more likely. 

Lap. Do so, sir ; but lose no time ! give it her this 
moment. [AsitUi] Madam, my master has consented, 
and if you have the contract be is ready to pay the 
money; 

Mar. Here is the contract. 

Love. 1*11 break open the bureau. J[Aside to Lappet* 

Lap. Do, sir. 

Love. But won't that spoil the look? 

Lap, Pshaw, sir, never mind the look. 

Lwe. I'll fetch yon the money — 'tis a|l I'm worth in 
the world. [Exit. 
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Mar, Sara he will never be broof bt to it jet. 

'Lap. I warrant bim : bat joa an to pay dearer for 
it jet than joa imagine, for 1 am to swear a robber j 
afcainat joa. What will joo give me, madam, to buy 
off mj evidence? 

Mar, And is it possible that the old rogae would 
consent to such a villanj? 

Lao. Aj, madam ; for half that sum he woold hang 
half Uie town. Bot, tralj, I can never be made amends 
for all the pains I have taken on joor accoant. Were 
' I to receive a single gainea a lie for everj one I have 
told this daj, it would make me a preltj tolerable for- 
tune. 

Re-enter Lovegold, wiih the Notct. 

Lave. Here, here thej are— all iu bank notes^all 

the money I am worth in the world 1 have sent for 

a constable! she must not go out of sight before we 
have her taken into eustody. [^Ande to Lappet, 

Lap. You have done very wisel v. 

Love. [Countine the Notes as he gives them] One, 
two, three, foar, five, six, eight. 

Mar. No, sir, there are only seven. 

Love. lOives her another"] £igbt — nine — ^ten — Give 
me my contract ! 

Mar. There, sir, is ^ear contract. {^Lovegold tears it] 
Now, sir, I have nothing to do but to make myself as 
easy as I can in my loss. 

Love. Oh ! my money, my money, my money ! 

Enter Frederic. 

Fred. If this lady does not make you amends for the 
loss of yoar money, resign over all pretensions in her 
to me, and I will engage to get it restored to yoa. 

Love. How, sirrah? are you a confederate ? have you 
helped to rob me ? 

Fred, SofUy, sir, or you shall never see your guineas 
agwn. 

• Love, I resign her over to vou entirely, and may you 
both atarve tpgether ! so go fetch my gold ! 

Mar, You are easily prevailed upon, 1 see, to resign 
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right which 700 have not Bat were I to resign over 
mjaelf, it would hardly he the man's fortnne lo sUu^e, 
whose wife broo|fhtJiiin ten thousand pounds. 

Love. Bear witness, she has eonfessed she baa the 
money, and I shall prove she stole it from me. — Lappet 
is my eiridenoe ; she broke open my bureaa with a groat 
kitchen poker. 

Lap, I hope I shall have all your pardons, and par- 
tionlarly yours, madam, whom 1 have most infured. 

Love, A fig for her pardon ! yon are doing a right 
aetioo. 

Lap. Then, if there was any robbery, yon moat have 
robbed yourself. This lady can only be a receiver of 
stolen goods, for I saw you give her tbe money witb 
your own hands. 

Love, How! I! yon! what! what! 

Lap, And I mast own it, with sliame I must own it — 
that the money yon gave her in exchange for the con- 
tract I promised to swear she had stolen from yoo. 

Love. I am undone, undone, undone! 

Fred, No, sir, your three thousand guineas are safe 
yet. 

Love, But my ten thousand — where are they ? 

Mar. Where they ought to be, in the hands of one 
who, I think, deserves them. [Givet them to Frederic, 

Love. Sirrah ! give me ray notes, give me my notes ! 

Fred. You must excuse me, sir; I can part with 
nothing I receive from this ladjr. 

Lap. Be pacified, sir: I think the lady has acted 
nobly, in giving that back again into your family which 
she might have carried out of it. 

Love, My family be hanged ! if I am robbed, I don^t 
care who robs me. I would as soon hang my son as 
another — and I will hang him if be does not restore me 
all I have lost ; for I would not give half that som to 
save the whole world. — ^I will go and employ all the 
lawyers in town ; for I will have my money again, if 
law, justice, or injustice, will ant it m&i [Ent, 

Fired. I am resolved we wiU get the better of him 
now ; but oh, Mariana ! yoar generosity is mnch greater 
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ia bestowing this sain than' idt happinen in reeeivinK 
iL From what we hare seen lately, I think ricben are 
rather to be feared than wished ; at least, .1 am sore 
ararice, which too often attends wealth, is a greater 
evil than anjr that is found in poverty. Misery is gene- 
rally the end of all vice, bat it as the very mark at 
which avarice seems to aim : the miser endeavoors to be 
wretched. 

He hoards eternal cares within his purse. 

And, what he wishes most, proves most his corse. 

lExeunt, 



EPILOGUE. 

IRrHITTEN BY COLLEY GIBBER, ESQ. 

OtJ R aathor^R «bre bewitched ! the senseless rogoe 

Insists no good play wants an epilogoe. 

Suppose that true^said I, what's that to this? -^ 

Is yours a good one f— No, but Moliere*s is, > 

He cry'd, and zounds! no epilogue was tack'd to his. 3 

Besides, your modern epilogues, said he, ■ 

Are but ragouts of smut and ribaldry, 

Where the false jests are dwindled to so few. 

There's scarce one double entendre left that's new ; 

Nor would 1 in that lovely circle raise 

One blush to gain a thousand coxcombs' praise : 

Then for the threadbare jokes of cit and wit, "l 

Whose foreknown rhyme is echo'd from the pit > 

Till of their lauffb the galleries are bit, ) 

Then to reproach the critics with illnalure. 

And charge their malice to his ^tinging satire ; 

And thence appealing to the nicer boxes. 

Though talking stuff miffbt dash the Drury doxies: 

If tbMe, he cry'd, the choice ingredients be 

For epilogues, they shall have none from me. 

Lord, sir ! says I, the gall'ry will so bawl ; 

Let 'em, he cry'd ; a bad one's worse than none at all. 

Madam, these thinjj^ than you I'm more expert Id, ) 

Nor do I see no epilogue much bnrt in. > 

Zounds! when the play is ended — drop the curtain. ) 
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MIDAS 

Made its first appearance at Covent Garden in 
1764, with less success than its present popularity 
might lead us to iniagine. When first brought 
out, it was performed as an opera ; but soon found 
its proper station as an afterpiece. The judicious 
selection of the airs, added to Ae point and humour 
of the versification, contributed to render what 
was merely meant as a burlesque on the sublime 
heathen mythology of the Italian dpera, a stand- 
ing dish for the lovers of the drama, who never 

•etire from it dissatisfied with their entertain- 

nent. 



DRAMATIS PERSONJE. 

At origimUy acted at Covent Garden, 1764. 

Jupiter Mr. Legg. 

Juno . • ■ Mr. Stephens. 

ApoUo Mr. Maltocks. 

Jfomtu Mr. Dibdin. 

Mercury '. . ; Mr. Baker. 

Pan . . Mr. DniwUll. 

MORTALS. 

Midas : Mr. Shnter. 

DanuOas Mr. FawoelL 

SiUno Mr. Beard. 

Mytif, * MiiiaPoitier. 

Daphne Mim Miller. 

Kyta • BKss Hallam. 

Oricle • . Mi-. Waylen. 

Dnify Leau, 1M4. GmwmI Ganl«% 1814. 

Jupiter Mr. Sedgwick. Mr. Tinney. 

Juno '. Mrs, Harlowe. Migs Logan. 

Jpollo .* Mr. Kelly. Mr. Sinclair. 

p^ Mr. Gaalfield. Mr. Bmery. 

Mar$ Mr. Rhodes. Mr. Higman. 

Bacchus Mr. Jones. Mr. Dumset. 

Mcfcutv ....... Mr. Gibbons. Mr. Heath. 

Cttffltd Master West. Master WUton. 

Mmerva Miss Saunders. Mrs. Davies. 

Venus Miss Bristow. Mrs. Norman. 

BeUona Miss Williams. 

Jjuna Miss Arne. 

Behe Miss Watson. 

MORTALS. 

Midas Mr. Suett Mr. listen. 

DamiOas Mr. Wathen. Mr. Taylor. 

Sileno Mr. Dignnm. Mr. Fawcett. 

Mysis Miss TVrer. Mrs. Listen. 

Daphne Mrs. Moantain. Mrs. Stirling. 

Nysa Mrs. Bfauid. Miss Bolten. 

Graces, AttendantSy Chorusses, ^hv fc. 

SCENE-^First on Mount Olympus, cfterwards on the 

Pastures of Lydi A, 



ACrr THE FIRST. 




SCENB I. The Curtain riting discovert the heathen 
Deities; seated amidst the CUmds, inJuU Council: 
they address Jupiter in the following Chorus. 

•lovE, in his chair, 
Of the sky lord mn'tp 

With his nods 

Men and gods* 
Keep in awe ; 

Whenne winks. 

Heaven shrinks ; 

When he speaks. 

Hell squeaks ; 
Barth's globe is hot his taw. 
Cook of the school, - 
He hours despotic rale ; 

His word, 

Thoagh ahsard, # 

Mast be law. 
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Even Fate, 
TboQf h so g^reat, 
Mast not prate ; 
His bald pate 
Jove would caff. 
He's so blaff, 

For a straw. 
€ow'd deities. 
Like mice in cheese. 
To stir must cease, 

Or gnaw. 

/tip. [Rising] Immortals, you have heurd your plain- 
. tive sovereign, 

And culprit Sol's high crimes. SbaH we who govern, 
Brook spies upon us? Shall Apollo trample 
On our commands? We'll make him an example. 
w m ■^^^^ ^^^Of curb your prying temper, or 
We'll make you,, to your cost know — we're your em- 
Juno. I'll tokie the law. [lb Jupiter] My proctor, 
with a summons, 
Sh^l cite you, sir, t'apjpear at Doctors' Gomipons. 
Jup. Let faim— but first I'll chase from heaven von 

yarlet; 
Juno. What, for detecting you and your vile harlot! 

AIR. 

Think not, lewd Jove, 

Thus to wrong my chaste love: 

For, spite of your rakehelly godhead. 
By day and by night, 
Juno will have her right, . 

Nor be, of dues nuptial, defraaded. 
I'll ferret the haunts 
Of your female gallants; 

In vain you in darkness enclose them ; 
Your favourite jades, 
I'll plnn^ to the shades. 

Or into cows metamorphose them. 
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J up* Peaoe, terniagftDi-rl swear bj Styx, oar thander 
Shall harl him to the eartli-~Nay, never wonder, 
Vve sworn it, gods. 

ApoUo. Hold, hold, have patience, 
Papa — ^No bowels for year own relations! 



Be by yonr friends advised, 

Too harsh, too hasty dad \ 
Maqgre yoar bolts and wise head. 

The world will think yba mad. 
What worse can Bacchus teach men^ 

His roaring bucks, when drnnk. 
Than break the lamps, beat watchmen. 

And stagger to some punk? 

/up. You saucy scoundrel— there, sir. — Gome, dis- 
orderj 
Down, Phoebus, down to earth, we'll hear no further. 
Roil, thunders, roll; blue lightnings flash about him, 
The>lab sliall find our sky can do without him. 
Ifhunder and lAgJaHing, . Jupiler darU a Bolt at 
him; he f alls— Jupiter re-assumes his Throne, and • 
the Godg aU atcend together, singing the initial 
Chorus. 

Jove, in his chair, &c. 

SCENE II. 

A champaign Country, with a distant Village j violent 
Storm qfrhunder and Lightning, A Shepherd sleeping 
in the Field is roused by vt, fmd ntns away frightened, 
leaving his Choky Hat, and Guitar behiiid htm» 

Apollo (as cast from Heaven) falls to the Earth, 
toith a rude Shock, and lies for a while stunned; at 
length he begins to move, rises, advances, and, loolang 
forward, speaks. 

ApoL Zooks ! what a crush,! a pretty, decent tumblel 
Kind oaage, Mr. Jove — sweet sir, yuur humble. 
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Welly down I am ;•— no bonei broke, fJboug^ aore pep- 

iier*d! 
Here doomM to stay. — ^What oan Ido? — tarn shep- 
herd— IPiUs on the Otfok, ^c. 
A lacky thoeght— In this diagmse, Apollo 
No more, bat Pol the twain, some flook FU follow. 
No doabt I, with my Toioe, goitar, and person,- 
Among the nymphs to kick ap some diversiQii. 

Enter Si lend. 

SiL Whom have we hereP a sightly olown!--«nd 
sturdy: 
Hum— plays, I see, upon the hordy-^dy. 
Seems ont of place— a strangei^-aJl in tatters; 
I'll hire him— Wll divert my wife and daughters. 
— ^Whence, and what art thou, boy ? 

Pol. An orphan lad, sir. 
Pol is my name — a shepherd onoe my dad, sir! 
rth* upper parts here — though not bom to serving, 
ril now take on, for faith I'm almost starving. 

Sil YouVe drawil a prize i'th' lottery.— So havel too ; 
Why— Pm tin master you ooald best apply to. 

DuBTT.— 4SiLBNo and Pol. 
Sil, Since yon mean to hire for service. 
Gome with me, you jolly dog; 
You can help to bring home harvest. 
Tend tfafi sheep, and feed the hog. 

Fa, la, la. 

With three crowns, your standing wages, 

Yon shall daintily be fed ; 
Bacon, beans, salt beef, cabbi^ipes, 

Buttermilk, and oaten bnMd. 

Pa, la, la. 

Come, strike hands, you'll live in clover. 

When we get you onoe at home; 
And when daily labour's over. 

Well dance to your slrom-^trum. 

ni,la,ia. 
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FoL 1 strike hands, I take your offer, 
Forther on I may fare worse; 
Zooks. I can no lon^r suffer 

Hungry gats and empty parse. 

Fa, la, la. 

5t/. Do strike hands ; 'tis kind I offer ; 

PoL I strike hands, and take yonr offer ; 

SiL Forther seeking yonli &re worse ; 

FoL Farther on I may fare worse. \ tu^^l^ 

SU. Pity sach a lad sboald suffer, > ^<««**^- 

Pel, Zooks, I can no longer suffer, 

SiL Hungry guts and empty purse, 

FoL Hongry guts and empty purse, 

Pa, la, la. 
[Exeunt, dimcing and nngmg, 

SCENE III. SiLBNO's Farm-hovte. 
Enier Daphne and Nysa. 
Daph, fiat, Njsa, how goes on aqoire Midas's ooart- 

shipr 
Nysa. Your sweet DamsBtas, pimp to his great wor* 
ship. 
Brought me from him a porse ;•— but the conditions — 
IVe cur'd him I believe of such commissions. 
Dtqfh, The moon oalf ! This most blast him with my 

father. 
Nyta, Right So we're rid of the two frights iQge- 

Uier. 
Both. Ha, ha, ha !-ha, ha, ha! 

EtUer Mtsis. 

Myiii, Hey-day! what mare's nesfs fonnd? ^For 

ever grinning : 
Ye nuitipoles--is't thus yoo mind your spinning?. 
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Girls are known 
To mischief prone, 

If ever thej t)e idle. 
Who woald rear 
Two daaghters &iry 

Mast hold a steady bridle. 
For here they skip, 
And there they tnp, 

And this and that way sidle. 
Giddy maids. 
Poor silly jades. 

All after men are gadding; 
The^ flirt pell-mell. 
Their train to swell, 

To coxcomb, coxcomb adding : 
To ev^y fop 
They're cock-a-hoop. 

And set their mothers madding. 

Enter Sileno, introducing l^ou 
SiL Now, dame and girls, no more let's hear yoa 
gramble 
At loo hard toil ; — ^I chanc'd jnst now to stumble 
On this stout drudge — and hir'd him — ^fit for labour. 
To 'em, lad — ^theniie can plaV) and sing, and caper. 
Myii$. Fine rubbish to bring home; a strolling 
thrummer ! 
' What art thou irood for? speak, thou ragged mummer? 

IToPd. 

NystL Mother, for shame 

Mysit. Peace, saucebox, or I'll maul you. 
PoL Goody, my strength and parts you undervalae. 
For his or your work, Pm brisk and handy. 

Daph, A sad cheat else 

Mysit, What you, you jack-a-dandy ? 
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AIR. — POL. 

Pray, goody, please to moderate the rancour of your 
tongue : 
Why flash those sparks of fnry from your eyes? 
Remember, when the judgment's weak, the prejudice is 
strong: 
A stranger why will you despise? 
Ply me, 
Try me. 
Prove, 'ere you deny me : 
If Tou cast me 
On, yon blast me 
Never more to rise. 
Plray, goody, &c. 

Mysis* Sirrah, this insolence deserves a drnbbing. 
Nifsa, With what sweet temper he bears all her 

snubbing ! 
SiL Oons, no more words.— Go, boy, and j^et your 

dinner. [£xtt PoL 

Fie, why so cross-grain'd to a young beginner ? 
Jyysa. So modest ! 
Dt^h, So genteel! 

SiL [To Jmfsis] Not pert, nor lumpish. 
Mysis. Would he were hang*d ! 
Nysa, Daph. La! mother, why so frumpish? 

QU ARTETTO. — ^NtSA, DaPHNE, MySIS, Ond SiLENO. 

iVyM. Mamma, how can yon be so ill-nalnr'd 

To the gentle, handsome swain ? 
Dapk, To a lad so limb'd^ so featured. 

Sure 'tis cruel to give pain. 

Sore 'tis cruel, &c. 

Myris^ Girls, for you, my fears perplex me, 

Fm aiarm'd on your account : 
SiL Wife, in vain yon tease and veas me, 

1 will rule, depend upou't. 
'Ny$a. Ah! ah! 
Daph* Mamma! 
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Nysa. ( Bfamnuiy how oan yoo be so ill-natiirti, 
Daph. i Afa, ab, to a lad so limb'd and featnr'd i 
Nyta, I To the gentle, handsome swain, 
Daph, i Sore 'tis crael to give pain ; 
Nysa. i Sore 'tis crael to give pain; 
*^ ' ^ To the gentle, handsome swain. 

Girls, for you, my fears perplex me, 

Vm alarm'd on your account : 
Wife, in vain yon tease and vex me, 
I will rule, depend upon't. 
Mamma ! 
Pshaw! pshaw! 

• Abrih! 

Daph, i Mamma, how can you be so ill-natnr'd, 
Sil, < Pshaw, pshaw, you most not be so iU-aatnr'd ; 
Nyta, CAb, ah, to a lad so limb*d, so i'eatnr'd? . 
Daph. rTo the gentle, handsome swain. "^ 
SU, y He*s a gentle, handsome swain, f 7v,m>#]k^ 
Nvsa, } Sure 'lis cruel to give pain. >^ogetner. 
Mysis, C Tis ra^ pleasure to give pain, j 
Daph. r Sure 'tis cruel to give pain. '\ 
SU, y He's a gentle, handsome swain. fT^^^i,^ 
JVvM. iTo the genUe, handsome swain, >^<««"»«^' 
mysis. vTo year odious, fav'rite swain, j 

lExeunU 

SOENE rV. MiDAs's Hmue. 
Enter Midas mid Da mat as. 
Mid. Nysa, yon aay, refns'd the ^ineas^ British. 
Dam. Ah! please your worship — she is wondrous 

skittish. 
Mid. I'll have her, cost what 'twill. Odsbobs, III 

force her— 

Dam. A halter 

Mid. As for madam ; III divorce her. 

Some fiivour'd lout incog onr. bliss opposes. 

D(m, Ay, Pol the hind, puts out of joint our 

noses. 
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Mid, I've hmtd of that Pol's triokiy of bis slj tam- 
pering, 
To flinr poor PaD, bat soon VM send Um scampering. 
'Sblood, 111 oommit him— drive him to the ihdlows! 
Where IS old Pan? 

Dom, 'Hpling, sir, at th' alehome. 
Mid, Han fetch him — ^we shall hit on some expe- 
dient, 
To root this Pol. 

Dam, I fly ; [Gomgf returns] sir, your obedient 

lExiU 
Mid. What boots my being sqaire, 
Jastioe of peace, and quorum ; 

Charcfawardeo Knight o'lhe shire. 

And oustos rotulornm; 
If saucy little Nisa's heart rebellioas. 
My sqoireship slights, and hankers after fellows? 

AIR. 

Shall a paltry cIown» not fit to wipe my shoes. 

Dare my amoors to cross? 
Shall a peasant minx, when Jnstiee Midas woos. 
Her nose ap at him toss? 
No: I'll kidnap— then possess her: 
I'll sell her PoU a slave, get mandwigus in exchange : 
So glut to the height of pleasure. 

My love and my revenge. 
No: I'll kidnap, &c. [ExU. 

SGENBV. A Village Alelwuse Door. 

Fan if discovered sitting at a Tabk, mth a Tankard, 
PipeSy and Tobacco before Kim; his Bagpipes lying 
by him. 
Pan, Jopiter wenches and drinks. 

He rales the roast in tho akj ; 
Yet he's a fool if he thinks 
That he's as happy as I ; 
Juno rates him. 
And grates him, 
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And leads his highness a weary life ; 

I have my lass. 

And my glass, 
And stroll a bachelor's merry life. 

Let him fluster, 

. And blaster, 
Yet cringe to his harridan's furbelow ; 

To my fail: tulips, 

I ^loe lips, 
And dink tbc cannikin here below. 

Entisr Dahmtas, 
Dam, There sits the old soaker — ^his pale troubling little 

How tlie world wags : so he gels dnnk and vittle. 

Hoa, master Pan-^'Gad, you've trod on a thistle ! 
You may pack up your all, sir, and go whistle. . 
The wenches have turn'd tail — to yon buck ranter : 
Tickled by his guitar — ^th^y scorn your chanter. 

AIR. 

All round the maypole how they trot. 

Hot 

Pot, 
And good ale have got; 

Routing, 

Shouting, 
At you flouting, 

Fleering, 

Jeering, 
And what not; 
There is old Sileno frisks like a mitd 

Lad, 

Glad 
To see us sad : 

CapVing, 

Yap'nnff; 
While Pol, scraping, ' 

Coaxes 

The lasses 
As he did the dad. 
Round about, &c. 
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J Enter Mysis. 

Mysis. O Pan ! the devil to pay— both iny slots frantic ! 
Both in their tantrums* for yon capering antic. 
But 1*11 go seek 'em all— and if I find *em, 
ril drive 'em — as if old nick were behind 'em. [Going. 
Pan* Soa, 8oa,-r-don't flounce ; 
^' Avast— disguise your fury. 

Pol we shall trounce ; 
Midas is judge and jury. 

AIR — MYSIfl. 

g^i^ Sure I ftludl run with vexation distracted, 

jft^ Toseemy purposes thps counteracted! 

fl This way or that way, or which way soever, 

All things run contrary to my endeavour. 
Jr.- Daughters projecting 

Their ruin and shame. 
Fathers n^lecting 
The care of their fame ; 
Nursing in bosom a treacherous viper ; 
Here's a fine dance— but 'tis he pays the piper. 

[kxeunt, 

SCENE VI. A Wood and Lawn near Silexo's Farm; 
Flocks grazing at a distance, 

A tender slow Symphony: Daphne crosses, melancholy 
and silent} Nysa watching her, 
Nysa. O ho ; is it so— Miss Daphne in the dumps? 
Mum — snug's the word — ^I'U lead iier such a dance 
Shall make her stir her stumps. 

To all her secret haunts. 
Like a shadow I'll follow and watch her ; 
And, faith, mamma- shall hear on't if I ci^ch her. 

[Retires. 
Re-enier Daphne. 
Daph. La ; how my heart goes pit-a-pat ; what thump-^ 

E'er since my father brought us home this bumpkin. 
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AIR. 

He's ss ti|^t a lad to Me to. 

As e'er slept in lestber shoe ; 
And what*s better, hell loFe me too* 

And to Mm I'll proire troe Uoe. 
Thooj^h my nster oasts a hawk's tffe, 

I defy what she can do; 
He o'erlook'd the Uttleidoxy, 

I'm the girl he means to woo. 
Hither I stole oat to meet him, « 

He'll no doabt my steps parsoe; 
If the yonth proye troe, I'll fit him : 

If he's fds»--I11 fit him too. 

Enter Pol. 
PoL Think o'the deviU-'tis said. 
He's at your shonlder->-— 
This wenoh was mnuing in my head, 
And pop— behold her. 

AIB. 

Lorely nymph assuage my an^ish : 

At year feet a tender swain. 
Prays you will not let him laogoish. 

One kind look would ease his pain. 
Did yon know the lad who coarts yon, 

lie not long needs sue in vain : 
Prinoe of soof, of dance, of sports— you 

Scarce will meet his like again. 

Daph. Sir : you're snch an olio. 
Of perfection in folio. 

No damsel can resist yon : 
Year fime so attractite. 
Limbs so supple and acli?e. 

That by thu li^ht. 

At the first sight, 
I coold have mn and kiai'd yoo. 
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If yt>n oftn oaper, as well as jon can modalate, 

Witfi the addition of that pretty face, 
Pan, who was held by oar shepberds a a^d oMate 

Will be kiok*d oat, and you set in his place. 
His beard so frowsy, his gestures so awkward are, 

And his bagpipe has so drowsy a drone, 
Hiat if they find you, as I did, no baokwarder, 

Yon may count on all the girls as your own. 

Mysit, [From vnthm} Pot, Pol, make haste^ come 

hither. 
PoL Death, what a time to call ; 
Oh! rot yoor old longs of leather. 
B'ye Daph. 
Daph, B'ye Pol. 

lEtit PoL Nysa coma forward. 
Nyttu Marry come up, forsooth, 
Is't me, yon forward vixen,^ 
Yon choose to play your tricks on ; 
And could Yoar liquorish tooth 
Find none bat my sweetheart to fix on .' 
Daph. Marry come up again, 

Indeed, my dirty cousin ! 
Haye you a right to every swain? 
Nysa. Ay, though a dozen. 

Duett. — ^Daphne and Nysa. 
Daph. My minikin miss, do you fancy that Pol 

Can ever be caught by an infiuifs dol? 
Nyta, Can you, miss Maypole, suppose he will fiJl 

In love with the giantess or Guildhall ? 
Daph, Pifipny elf, 

Nyta, Colossus itself. 

Both. You will lie till you're mouldy upon the shelf. 
Daph, You slump o'th' gutter, you hop o'my thumb, 

A husband for yon most from Ijilliput come. 
Nysa, You staNung steeple, you gawky sUg, 
^ Your husband mast come from Brogdignag. 
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Daph. Soor grapes, 

Niftch Lead ape> ; 

Both. Ill liamble yoar ▼aoity, nistrett Trapei. 

Vaph, Mi88> joor assnranoe, 

^ysa. And, miss, your high airs 

Vaph, Is past all enduranoe, 

Nysa, Are at their last praj'rs. 

Daph, No more of those freedoms, miss Njsa, I beg. 

Nysa. Miss Daphne's conceit most be lowered a peg. 

Lfaph. i Poors{>ite! 

Nysa. \ Pride hurt! 

Daph, I liFer white! 

Nysa. ( Rare sport ! 

Daph. C Do show yonr teeth, spitfire, tio, b«t joA 

■? can't bile; 

Nysa, i. This haughtiness soon will be laid in the dirt. 

Poor spite, &o. 

Pride hart, &c {Exeumt, iquabb^ng. 



ACT THB SECOiVD. 




SCENE I. A Grove. 
Enter tfrsAy followed by Mida«. 

MiiL TuTD, tjgreMy tarn ; nay fly not 

1 have thee at a why not 
How oomes it, little Nysy, 
That heart to me so icr 
Should be to Pol like finder, 
Bonn ap f a very cinder? 

Nysa, Sirj to mv Tirioe ever steady ; 
Furmasarook 
I scorn yoar shock ; 
Bat why this atUck? 
A miss can yoa lack 
Who hare a wife already i 



Mid, Ay, there's the corse — ^but she is old and sickly; 
' okI my Nysa grant the ' '"" ' 

yield now — ^I swear by tl> 
The moBflDt madam's eoffin'd— Her I'll marry. 



And woold my Nysa grant the &roar qoioklr,' 
Would she yield now — ^I swear by the lord Harry, 
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O what pleaHores will abonnd, 
When my wife is laid in nroand! 

Let earth cover her. 

Well dance over her, 
When my wife i« laidin g^oond. 
Oh how bappy Mhoald I m, 
Would little Nisa pie with me ! 

How rd ranmble her, 

Touze and tamble her. 
Would little Nysa pig with me. ^ 

Nysa. Voniie birds alone are caught with chaff*, 
At your base scneme I laugh. 

Mid* Yet take ray vows. 

Av<a* I would not take your bond, str,-— -> 

Mid. Half my esUlQ 

Nysd. No, nor tlie whole my fond sir. [Exit. 

Mid.. Well, master Pol 111 tickle. 

For him, at least, I have a rod in pickle : 

When he's in limbo^ 
Not thus our hoity-toity miss 
. Will stick her arms a-kimbo. 

Enter Pan. 

Pan, So, squire, well met 1 flew to know your 

business. 
Mid, Why, Pan, this Pol we must bring him on hit 

knees. 
Pan. That were a feat indeed; a feat to brag 

on. 
Mid. Let's home— we'll there concert it as we wag on ; 
ril make him skip— ^ 
Pan, As St. George did the dragon. 

AIR*. 

If into your hen-yard 
The treacherous reynard 

• Hits 8ong is omMed in Oe representalion. 
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Steals ilUy, yoar pooltrjr to rarage, 
With ffon YOU attack him, 
With beagles jou track him, 

All's fifur to destroy the Ibll savage. 
So Poly who comes picking 
Up my tender ohickeo> 

Mo means do I iwrnple to banish ; 
With power Til oVrbear him. 
With fraad I'll ensnare btra, 

By hook or by oroctk he shall Tanish. 

[Exeunt 

SCENE II. A Lawn befiyreMiDAS^s Home. 
Enter Nysa. 

Nvta, Grood lack ! what. is come o'er me? 
Dapnne has stepped before me! 
Envy and love devour me. 
Pol dotes upon her phiz hard ! 
Tis that sticks in my gizzard. 
Midas appears now twentv times more hideous: 
Ahy Nysa, what resource r-7— a cloister. 

Death alive ^yet thither must I rua^ 

And tniu a nun* 
Prodigious! 



In these greasy old tatters 

His charms brighter shine: 
Then his guitar he clatters 
With tinkling divine! 
But toy sister. 
Ah! hekus'd her, 

And me he pass'd by ; 
Vm jealous 
Of the fellow's 
Bad taste and blind eye. [Exit* 
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aiCKSE III. MiDAs's ParUmr. 

Midas, Mtsis, and Pan discovered in connUtation 
over a large Bowl of Punchy Pipes, and Tobacco. 
Mid. Gome, Pan, yoar toASI — -- 



Pan. Here goes, oor noUe ampire. 

M^tit. And PoPs defeftt— I'll pledge it in a bumper. 

MU» Hang hiniy in every soheoM that wbelp baa 

cross'd ua. - 

Mysi$, Sarelie'B the devil himself; 
Pan. Or doctor Fanstos. 

Mysis. Ah ! sqpire— — for Pan would jou bat stontl j 
stickle, 
This Pol would soon be in a wretched pickle. 
Pan. Yon reason right—- 
Mid. His toby I shidl tickle, 
f Mysis. Look, sqcdre, Vwe sold my butter, here the 

price is 
At your command, do but this job for Mysis. 
Count 'em — six guineas and an old Jacobus, 
Keep Pan, and shame that scape-grace coram nobis. 
Mid. Goody, as 'tis your request, 
I pocket this here stuff; 
And as for that there peannt. 
Trust me. 111 work his baff* 
At the musical struggle 
Hi bully and juggle ; 
My award's 
Your sure oard; 

Blood, he shall fly his country thaf s enough. 

Pan. Well said, my lad of wax. 
Mid. Let's end th' tankard, 
I hare no head for business till Vwe drank hard. 
Pan, Nor have, my guts brains in then till they're 
addle, 
When I'm most reeky. I best sit my saddle. 

Mid, Well, come, Wstakeene boD2n,and roar aoalnh, 
Then part to our alfim. 
Pan. A match. 
Mytii. A match. 
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Tbio.— Midas, Pan, and Mtbis. 
Mid. Master Pol f 

And his toll de roll loll, 

ril buffet awar from the plain, sir. 
Pan. And VW assist 

Your worship's fist 

With all my might and main, sir. 
Miftis, And t*ll have a thomp. 
Though he is so plump, 

And mtke such a wounded racket 
rU bluff, 

111 roach, 

ni huff, 

rilonff, 
And Fll warrant we pepper his jacket. 
For all his cheats. 
And wenohinr feats. 

He shiJl rue on his knees 'em. 

As high as Foul's, 

Like uglj witch on besom; 
Arndgn'd he shall be. 
Of treason to me! 
Pan. And I witb mj davy will back it, 

ril swew. 
Mid. rU snare, 
Mviit. ni tear. 

And ni warrant we pepper his jacket. 
SCENE IV. A Landtcape. 
Enter Silbno and Damatas, m warm Argument. 
SiL My Diph, b wife for thee; the squire's base 
pander! 
To the pUnUtions sooner woold I aend her. 
Dam. Sir, yoor good wife approT'd my offers. 
SiL Name her not, fmr of Bndor, 
What knew she of thee bat thy coffers ? [apes. 

Dam. And shall this ditch-bom whelp, this jaok-an- 
By diat of congees and of i 
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Sil. These art thj sUoders and that cankerM hag's — 
Dam. A thina^ made ap of pilfer'd rags ; ■ 
SiL Richer than thou with all thy brags 
Of flocks, and herds, and money bags. 

Duett. — Sjleno and Dam^.ta8. 
SiL If a rival thy character draw. 

In perfection he'll find out a flaw ; 
With black he will paint. 
Make a de*il of a saint. 

And change to an owl a maccaw. 
Dam, Can a father pretend to be wise. 
Who his friend's good advice would despise? 

Who, when danger is nigh, ^ 

Throws his spectacles by. 
And blinks throHgh a green girPs eyes? 
Sil, You're an impudent pimp and a grub. 
Dam, You are foora by a beggarly scrub ; 

Your betters you shub. 
Sil, Who will lend me a club. 

This insolent puppy to drub? 

You're an impudent pimp and a grub. 
Dam, You're cajol'd by a beggarly scrub, 
Sil. Who will rot in a powdering tub. 
Dam. Whom the prince of impostors I dub I 
SiL A guinea for a club. 
Dam, You're bald pate you'll rub, 
SiL This muckworm to drub. 
Dam, When you find that your cub, 
Sil, Rub on, sirrah, rub, sirrah, rub. 
Dam, Is debauch'd by a whipp'd syllabub. [Exeunt, 

Enter Mysib, attended by Daphne and Nysa. 

Mysis, Soh!— you attend the trial— we shall drive 
Your yagabond [hence 

Sil. I smoke your foul ooBtriFanoe. 

Daph, Ah, Kys, our fate depends n|)on this issue— 

Nysa. Daph— for your sake my claim I here forego ; 
And with your Pol much jov I wish you. 

Daph. O, gemini, saj^'st thou me so? 
Dear creature, let me kiss yoo. 
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^sa. Lei's kneel, and beg his fttej, papa will back m. 

Daph, Mamma will storm. 

Nysa. What then? she can bat whaok os. 

QuiNTETTO.— Daphne, Nysa, Mysis, Sileno, and 

DaM£TA8. 

Daph. Mother, sare joa never 

Will eodeaToar 

To diMerer 

From my fovoar 

So sweet a swain; 

None so clever 

B'er trod the plain. 
Nysa, Father, ho|>es yoo gave her. 

Don't deceive her. 

Can joa leave her 

Sunk for ever 

In pining care? 

Haste and save her 

From black despair. 
Daph, Think of his modest grace. 

His voice, shape, and fiicc ; 
Nysa, Hearts alarming, 
Daph. Bosoms warming, 
Nysa. Wrath disarming, 
Daph. With his soft laj : 

Ni^ He's so charming, i 

Ay, let him stay. 
Both, He*s so, charming, &c. 
Mvsis,, Slnts, are yon lost to shame P 
Sit, Wife, wife, be more tame. 
Mysis. This is madness ! 
Sit Sober sadness ! 
Mysis. I with gladness 

Gould see him swing, 

For his badness. 
Sil, ^ris no soch thing. 

' Dam. Most Pan resign to this fop his employment ? 

Must I to him yield of Daph the enjoyment f 
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Mytlt. Ne'er wbile a toDgoe I bruHlishy 
, Fop outlandish, 

Daph ahall blanduh. 
Dam, Will joa reject mj income. 

Herds and clink am? 
SiL Rot and sink 'em. 
Dam. Midas must jodge. 
MvtU, And Pol mast fly. 
Su, Zounds, Pol shan't bodge : 
Mytis. Voo lie. 
Dam, Yon lie. 

Dam. > Yoa lie. Ton lie*. 

SU, S 

JSIysa, Pan's drone is fit for wild rooks and bleak 

moantains; 
Daph. Pol's lyre suits best our cool grots and clear 

founlains. 
Nysa» Pol is younff and merry, 
Daph, Light and airy, 
SU. As a fairv. 
Nysa. Pan is oid and maity 2 
Daph. Stiff and fasty; 
SU. Sour and crusty. 
DopA. Can you banish Pol? 
Nysa. No, no,, no, no. 

Let Pan fall. 
Daph, Ay, let him go. 

Nysa. ^ 
^ Daph. > Ay, let him go* 
SU. S 

Enter Midas, enraged^ attended ky a Crowd of Nympihs 
and Swains. 

Mid. Peace, ho! Is hell broke loose? what mean this 
jawing? 
Under my very nose this clapper-clawing! 

• Hm remainder of this itaasa is ouUied in the rsimsentatioB. 
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WlMt the deril'i here to do. 

Ye loggerheftds and gipsies ? 
iimh jon, tLhd hoMj you. 

And each of joa tipsy is : 
Bat ril as sore pull down jour pride as 

A gnn, or as i'm justice Midas. 
Ciboms. O, tremendous justice Midas! ' 

Who shall oppose wise justice Midas? 

AIR.— MIDAS. 

I'an giFen to understand that yon are all in a pother here ; 
Disputing whether Pan or Pol shall pipe to yon another 

year. 
Dare you think your clumsy ears so proper to decide, as 
The delicate ears of josUoe Midas? 

Chonu, O, tremendous, &c. 

Mtd. ^o you allow it then— ye mobbish rabble? — 

Enter Pol and Pan severally. 

Oh, here comes Pol and Pan-^ow stint your, gabble. 

Fetch my great chair— Pll quickly end this squabble. 

AIR. 

Now I'm seated, 
rU be treated 

- like the sophi on Ids throne; 
In my presence, 
Soonnotfel peasuits 

Slutll not call their seals their own. 
My behest is. 
He who best is, 

Shall be fix'd mosieHUi chief; 
Ne*er the loser 
Shall shtfw no«e here, 

But be transported like a thief. 
Chorus. O tremendous, &o. 
Dam. Blasters, will you abide by this condition ? 
Pan. I ask no batter. . . 

P0I, I'm all submission. 



18 MIDAS. ACT 2. 

Pan. Strike op, sweet. sir. 

PoL Sir, I attend your leisure. 

Mid, Ptui, take the lead, 

Pan, Since 'tis your wor8lii|>'s pleasure 



A pox on your pother about this or that; 
^Yonr shrieking or squeaking, a sharp or a flat; 
I'm sharp by ray bumpers, vou're a flal, master Pol ; 
So here goes a set-to at toll de roll loll. 

When beauty' her jnck of poor lovers would hamper. 
And after miss Will-o'the-Wisp the fools scamper; 
Ding dong, in sing song, they'the lady extol : 
Pray what^i all this foss for, bat ^toU de roll loll. 

Mankind are a medley— a chance-medley race ; 
All start in filll cry, to give dame fortune chase : 
There's catch as catch can, hit or miss, luck is\ill ; 
And luck's the best tune at life's toll de roll loll. 

I've done, please your worship, 'tis rather too long; 

IMid. Not at all.] 
I only meant life is but an old song : 
The world's but a Iragedy, comedy, droll ; 
Where all act the scene of toll de roll loll. 

Mid, By jingo, well perform'd for one of his age ; 
Now, hang dog, don't vou blash to show your visage ? 
PoL Why, master Midas, for that matter, 
' 'tis Enough to dash one. 
To hear the arbitrator ; 

In such unseemly fashion. 
One of the candidates bespatter, 
-With so much partial passion. 

IMidat falk atUip, 

AIR. 

Ah, happy hours, how fleeting, 

Ye <ninc'd on down away ; 
When my soft vows repeating, 

A4 Daphne's feet I Jay ! 
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But from her oharms when rander*d> 

As Midas* frowns presftm; 
Each hour will seem an handred ; 
Each daj appear an age. 
Mid, Silence— Ibis jusl decree, all, at your peril. 
Obedient hear else I shall use you very ill. 

THE DECREE. 

Pan shall remain, 
Pol quit the plain. ^ 
Chorus. O, treroendoQs, &c. 

Mid, All bow with me to mighty Pan enthrone 

. him 

No ponting and with festal chorus crown him— — • 

[The Crowd form two Rankt beside the Chair, and 
join in the Chortts, whilst Midas crowns him with 
Bays. 
Chartis. See triumphant sits the bard, 

Crown'd with bays, his due reward; 
Exii'd Pol shall wander far ; 
Blil'd, twang his faint guitar; 
While with echoing shouts of praise, 
We the bagpipe's glory raise. 
Mid. Tis well. ^Vhat keeps you here, you raga- 
muffin ? 

Go tmdge or do you wail for a good cuffing? 

Po2. Now all altend ' „ 

[Thrmos cff his Dispiise, and ajtpears as Apollo, 
The wrath of Jove for rapine, 
Corruption, lust, pride, fr^ud, there's no escaping. 
Tremble, thou wretch ; thou stretch'd thy utmost tether j 
Thou and thy took shall go to pot together. 

AIR. 

Dunce, I did but sham. 

For Apollo I am, 
God of music, and king of Plimass; 

Thy scurvy decree, 

For Pan against me, 
I reward with the ears of an ass. 
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Mid. Detected, bilk'd, and small. 
On oar marrow'bones we hdl. 
Mytis, Be mereifai. 
Dam, BepitifoL 
Mid. ForgiTe lu, imghtj Sol. Alas ! alas ! 

FINALE. 

Apol Thou, a Billingsgate quean. [To Mysis, 

Thoa, a paodar obscene, {To Damatas, 

With stnimpets and bailiffs sball class ; 
Thoa, driven from man, [To Midas. 

Sbalt wander with Pan ; 
He a stinking old goat, thou an ass, an ass, &c. 
Be thoQ squire-— his estate [7b SUeno, 

To thee I translate. 
To jon bis strong chests, wicked mass ; 

[To Daphne and Nym. 
Live happy, while I, 
Recalled to the sky, 
Make all the gods laiu^h at Midas. 
Diqph. Sii, Nysa. *\To the bright god of day, 
together with the f Let as dance, sing, and play ; 
other Nymphs and /C\kp hands every lad with his 
Sumns. y lass. 

Daph. Now, critics, lie snug, 

Not a hiss, groan, or shrug; 
Remember the fate of Midas,^ 

Midas; 
Remember the fate of Midas. 

Chorus. Now, critics, lie snog, &g. 
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PROLOGUE. 

SENT BY AN UNKNOWN HAND. / 

SPOKEN BY MR. POWELL. 

I 

As when in hostile times two neighbouring states 

Strive by themselves and their confederates : 

The war at irst it made with awkward akill, 

And soldiers clomsily each other kill, 

Till time at length their untaught fury tames. 

And into rules their heedless rage reclafms : 

Then ev*rj science by degrees iir made 

Subservient to the manKlestroying trade: 

Wit, wisdom, reading, observation, art; 

A well-turn*d head to guide a generous heart. 

So it ma^r prove with our contending sti^gietfy 

If vott will kindly but supply their wages: 

Which you with ease may furnish, bv retrenching 

Your superfluities of wine and wenching. 

Who'd grudge to spare from riot and bard drinking. 

To lay it out on means to mend his thinking? 

To follow such advice you should have leisure, 

Since what refines your sense refines your pleasure. 

Women grown tame by use each fool can get, 

But cuckolds all are made by men of wit 

To virj^in favours fools have no pretence ; 

For maidenheads were made for men of sense. 

Tis not enough to have a horse well bred, 

To show his mettle he must bo well fed ; 

Nor is it all in provender and breed. 

He must be try*d and strain'd to mend his speed. 

A favour'd poet, like a pamper*d horse. 

Will strain his eye-balls ont to win the eourse. 

Do yon but in your wisdom vote it fit 

To yield doe succours to this war of wit. 



PROLOGUE. 

The bnskins with more {(race should tread the stage, 
Love sigh in softer strains, heroes less rage; * 
Satire shall show a triple row of teeth, 
And comedy shall laugh joar fops to death: 
Wit shall refine, and Pegasus shall foam. 
And soar in search of ancient Greece and Rome. 
And since the nation's in the conqoerinj^ lit. 
As you bj arms, well vanquish France in wit. 
The wars were over, could our poets write 
With half the spirit that oar soldiers fight. 



DRAMATIS PERSONJE. 

At origmaUy acted in Lincoln*$4nn Fields^ 1696. 

Aboan Mr. Powell. 

Lieutenant Governor Mr. Williamf. 

Oroonoko Mr. Verbruggen. 

BUmdford Mr. Harland. 

Hotman Mr.SYinpsou. 

Stanmore Mr.Horden. 

Jack Stanmore. Mr. Mills. 

Daniel Mr. M. Lee. 

Captain Driver Mr. B. Johoaon. 

Widow Lachitt Mrs. Knight 

Charlotte Weldon Mrs. Verbraggeo. 

Lucy Weldon Mrs. Lacas. 

Jnunnda • Mrs. Rogers. 



Drmrjf Lmt, Cvamt i 

Aboan Mr. Palmer. Mr.Aickin. 

XJeutexmt 0««r. > „, p^„ ^^ ^.Tie^ 

nor y 

Oroonoko Mr. Bannister, joo. Mr. Pope. 

Btandjord Mr.J.Aickin. Mr. Hall. 

Hotman ...... Mr. Wiliiames. Mr.Thompsou. 

Stannuire Mr. R. Palmer. Mr. Cabili. 

Jack Stanmore , . Mr. Norris. Mr. Hdme. 

Daniel Mr.Suett. Mr.QQiok. 

Captain Driver . . Mr. Wrighton. Mr. Fearou. 

Widow Lackitt. . Mrs. Hopliins. Mrs. Webb. 

Charlotte Weldon. Miss Collel. Mrs. Bates. 

Lucif Weldon . . . Miss Siroson. Mrs. Inchbald. 

Imomda MissKemble. Miss Younge. 

Planters, Indians, Negroetf Men, Women, and 
ChOdren. 

SCE^E-^vmvAM, a Colony in the Wett Indies; at 
the Time of the Action of this Tragedy in the Posset- 
sion of the English, 



ACT THE FIRST. 




SCENE I. 

Enter Charlotte Wkldon, in Man's Claihes, 
following Lucy. 

Lucy. IThat will this oome to? what can it end 
in? you have persuaded me to leave dear England, and 
dearer London, the plaoe of the world most worthy 
living in. to follow you, a husband hunting, into Ame- 
rica : I thought husbands jprew in these plantations. 

Char. Why so they do, as thick as oranges ripening 
one under another. Week afier week they drop into 
some woman's mouth. Tu but a little patience, spread- 
ing your anron in expectation, and one of 'em will fall 
into your lap at last. 

Lucy, Ay, say you so, indeed ? 

Char. But you me left dear London, you say : pray 
what have you left in London that was very dear to 
yon, that had not left yon before? 

Lucy. Speak for yourself, sister. 

Char. Nay, rU keep you in countenance. Thejoun^ 
fellows, yon know, the dearest part of the town, and 
Without whom London had been a wilderness to you 
and me, had forsaken us a g^reat while. 
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Luct/.PorrakeBtisI IdonUkiiowtbateTerthejhad us. 

Char. Forsaken us the worst waj, child ; that is, did 
not think us worth having; thejr neglected us, no 
longer design'd apon us, ibe^ were tir*d of us. Wo- 
men in London are like the rich silks, .they are out of 
fashion a great while before they wear out 

Lucy. The devil take the fashion, 1 say. 

Char, You may tumble them over and over at tbeir * 
first coming up, and never disparage their price ; hot 
they fail upon wearing immediately, lower and lower 
in their vaiae, till they come to the broker at last. To 
prevent which, with what youth and beauty were left, 
some experience, and the small remainder of fifteen 
hundred pounds k piece, which amounted to bare two 
hundred between us both, I persuaded you to bring 
your person for • venture to the indies. Every thing 
has succeeded in our voyage : 1 pass for your brother : 
one of the richest planters here happeninf^ to die just 
as we landed, 1 have claimed kinored with him: so 
without making his will, he has left us the credit of his 
reUtioo to trade upon : we pass for his oouiins, coming 
here to Surinam chiefly upon his invitation : we live in 
reputation;, have the best acMijuain.tance in the place; 
and we shall see our account in't^ I warrant yoo. 
Lucy. 1 must rely upon you 

Enter Widow Lackitt. 

Widow L. Mr. Weldon, your servant. Ybnr ser- 
vant, Mrs. Lucy, I am an ill visitor, but His not to^ . 
late I hope to bid you welcome to this side of th^ 
world. j^Salutet Lucy, 

Char. 'Gad so, I beg your pardon, widow, J should 
have done the civilities of my house before: but, as you 
say, *lib not too late 1 hope- {Going to kits vr. 

Widow L. What! you think now thix was a civil w«y 
of begging a kiss ; and bv my Irolh^ if it were, I see 
no harm in*t; 'tis a pitiiul fat our indeed that is not 
worth asking for ; thougii 1 havv knowu a woman speak 
plainer before now, and not understood neither. 

JOhar. Nol iiuder ray roul. Ha%e at yvu> widow 

Widow L. Why that's well said, spoke like a younger 
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brother, thatdeienres lo barea widottr.— [He^*Me< her] 
You're a Tooogor brother, I kvow by your kissing. 

Char. How so, pirajr P 

Widow L. Why, you kias aa if you expected to be 
paid for't. Yo« stick ao oloae, there's no getting rid of 
you. 

Char, I am a-kin to a yooogBr broUicr. 

Widow L. So mooh the lietier : we widows are coon- 
mooly the better for yoouger brothers. 

Lucy, Better or worse, most of you. But yon won't 
be much the t>etter for liim» I oan toJ) yon. [Atide, 

Char. I wasa yooBger brother; bot an uncle of my 
Bother's has malioiooaly lefl me an estate, and I'm afraid 
spoil'd my fortune. 

Widow L. No, no; an estate will never spoil yoar 
forlnne j I have a good estate myself, thank heaven, 
and a kind husband that left it behind him. 

Char. Thank heaven that took him away from it, 
widow, and left you behind him. 

Widow L. Nay, heaven's will must be done; he's In 
a better place. 

Char. A better plaoe for yon, no doubt on't. Now 
yon may look about you; choose for yourself, Mrs. 
Lackitt, that's your business; for 1 know you design to 
marry again. 

Widow L. Nay, I'll do nothing rashly: I'll resolve 
against nothing. Thei devil, they say, is very busy 
upon these occasions, eapeoiaUy with tbe widows. Bot, 
if 1 am to be tempted, it must be with a young man, I 
promise you — Mrs. Luoy, your brother is a verv plea- 
sant gentleman : I came abont business to him, but he 
turns every thing into merriment. 

Char. Business, Mrs. Laokiit? Then I know yon 
would have me to yonrseU*. Pray, leave us together, 
sister. [EaU LuCyj What am I drawing upon myself 
here? [Aside, 

Widow L. You Imve taken a very pretty house here; 
every thing so neat about you already, l hear yon are 
laying out for a plantation. 

Char. Why, yes truly, I like the couKry, And would 
buy a plantation, if 1 could reasonably. 
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Widow L. O ! by ail means reasonablji 

Char. If I could have one to my mind, I wonld 
think of settlinj^ among joa. 

Widow L. O ! you can't do better. Indeed we can't 
pretend to have so good company for you as yoa bad 
in England ; but we shall make very much of you. 
For jny own part, I assure you, I shall think myself 
very happy to be more particularly known to yoa. 

Char. Dear Mrs. Lackitt, voa do me too much bonoar. 

Widow L. Then as to a pjantation, Mr. Weldon, yoa 
know I have several to dispose of. Mr. Lackitt, I 
thank him, has left, though 1 say it, the richest widow 
upon the place; therefore 1 may afford to use yba 
better than other people can. You shall have 6ne opon 
any reasonable terms. Mr. Weldon : well, I like that 
name of yours exceedingly, Mr. Weldon. 

Char, My name ! 

Widow L, O exceedingly ! If any thinf oonld ]»er- 
suade me to alter my own name, 1 verily beheve nothing 
in the world would do it so soon, as to be called Mrs* 
Weldon. 

Char: I'm glad yon like my name. 

Widow L. Of all things. But then there's the misfor- 
tune,' one cannot'Change one's name without changing 
one's condition. 

Char. You hardly ihink it worth that, I believe. • 

Widow L. Think it worth what, sirf changing my 
condition ! indeed, sir, 1 ihink it worth every thing. 
But alas! Mr. Weldon, I have buried my poor dear 
husband but six weeks ; poQr dear creature, 1 jov'd bim 
sincerely : 'tis too soon to think of changing one's con- 
dition yet; indeed it is: pray don't desire it of me: 
not but ihat you may persuade me to any thing, sooner 
than any person in the world^-~ 

Char. Who, I, Mrs. LaokiU? 

Widow L. Indeed you may, Mr. Weldon, sooner than 
any man living. LKurd. thtane's a great deal in saving a 
decency : 1 never minded it before. Well, 1 am glad 
you spoke first, to excuse my modesty. Now I will 
own tu you (but I won't confess neither), I have bad 
« great respect for yoa a great while^ I beg your 
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pardon, sir; and I must declare to yon, indeed I maalf 
if you desire to dispose of all I have in the world, i^ 
an liononrable Way, mjf fortune and person, if joVl. 
won't understand me without tellinj? you so, are both 
at your service, 'gad so ! another time 

Enter Stanmorb. 

Stan, So, Mrs. Lackitt, your widowhood's weaninji^ 
apace; I see which way 'tis goiujj^. Weldon, you're a 
happy man. The women and their favours come home 
to vou. 

Widow L. A fiddle of favour, Mr. Stanmore ; I am a 
lone woman, i^ou know it, left in a g:reat deal of busi- 
ness, and business must be followed or lost. 1 have 
several stocks and plantations upon mv hands, and 
other tliinfpi to dis|Mise of, which Mr. Weldon may 
have occasion for. 

ChMT, We were just upon the brink of a bargain, as 
jou came in. 

Stan, Let me drive it on for jon. 

C/ior. So yon must, I believe, you or somebody for 
me. 

Stan. I'll stand by yon : I understand more of this 
business than you can pretend to. 

Char. I don't pretend to it ; 'tis quite out of my way 



Stan, If the widow geta yoo to herself, she will cer- 
tainly be too hard for you : 1 know her of old : she has 
ao conscience in a corner; a very Jew in a bargain. 

Char, Is this true, widow ? 

Widow L, Speak as yon find, Mr. Weldon ; I have 
offered you very fiur! think upon't, and let me hear of 
you ; tlie sooner the bettor, Mr. Weldon. [Exit, 

Stan. 1 assure you, my friend, she'll cheat you if she can. 

Char. 1 don't know that, but I can cheat her if i wilL 

iSlon. X)heather! how? ' 

Char. I can marry her; and then I am sure I have it 
in my power to cheat her. 

Stan. Can yop marry her ? 

Char. Yes, hiih, so she says : her pretty penon and 
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forloDQ (wbicb, one with the other* you know are not 
Gunleiuplible) are both ai my Berv'ioe. 

Stan. Cooteinptlble ! very obnsiderable, 'eg»d ; Tory 
destritble; why sheV worth tw«Dly thounaiid.poaDds, 
man ; a clear estate : no ciiarg;ie opotrt, buta boobily son : 
He indeed was to have half; bnt his father beg^ot him, 
and she breeds him up not to know or have more thaui 
she has a mind to. 

Char. There's a great deal to be made of this^- 

Stan, A handsome fortune may be made on^t ; and 1 
advise you to't by all means. 

Char. To marry her ! an old wanton witch ! I bate ber. 

Stan, No matter for that: let her fp to the devS for 
you. SheUl oheai her sun of a |i^ood estate for you : that'a 
a perquisite of a widow's portion always. 

Char. I have a desijj^n, and will follow her at least, 
till 1 have a pennyworth of the plantaUoa. 

Stan, I sjp^k a^ a friend,, when 1 advise you toaianry 
her, for 'tis directly against the interest of my own 
family. My cousin Jack has belaboar'd her a good 
while that way. 

Char, What! honest Jack P Fll not lander him. I'll 
give over the thoughts oil' her. 

Stan, He'll make nothing on't ; she does not care for 
him. Tm glad vou have her in your power. 

Char. 1 mav be able to serve lum. 

Stan. Here's a ship oome into the river* I was in 
hopes it had been from Eaglaud. 

Char. Prom England? 

Stati. No; I was disappointed; 1 long to see this 
handsome cousin of yours : the picture you gave me of 
her has charmed me. 

Char. You'll see whether it has iattor'd lier or no, 
in a little time, if siie be reoover'd of that illness that 
was the reason of her staying behind us, I know she 
will oome with the first opportunity. We sliall see 
her, or hear of her death. 

Stan. We'll hope the best The ships from England 
are expected every day. 
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Char. What ship is tliis? 

Stan. A rover, a baccaneer, a trader in slaves : that's 
the cuinmoditjF we deal in, jon know. If joo hare a 
cariositj to see oar onamier of aiarketiag, I'll wait upon 
joa. 

Char. Well ta&« nj nsfcor with in. lExeumt, 

SCENB II. An open Place. 
Emter Lieutenant-Governor and Biandford. 

Lieut. There's no resisting year fortune, Blandford ; 
yon draw all the prizes. 

Bland. I draw for our lord governor ; you know his 
fortune fiivonrs me. 

Lieut. I grudge him nothing this time ; hot if for- 
tune had favour'd me in the fast, sale, the fair slave bad 
been mine ; Clemene had been mine. 

Bland. Are you still in love wilh her? 

Lieut. Every day more in love with her. 

Enter Captain Driver, teased and pulled about by 
Widow Lackitt anti several Planters, at one Door; 
at another, Charlotte Weldon, dressed in Man's 
Clothes, Lucy, Stanmore, and Jack Stanmore. 

Widow L. Here have I six slaves in my lot, and not 
a man among them ; all women and ehildren ; what can 
I do with 'em, captain? 

1 Plan. 1 have all men in mine. Pray, captain, let 
tlie men and women be mingled together, for the good 
of the plantation. 

S Plan. Ay, ay, a man and a woman, captain, for the 
good of the Diantation. 

Capt. D. Let them mingle together, and be damn'd ; 
what care 1. Woald yon have me a pimp for the good 
of the plantation ? 

1 Pum. I am a constant cnstomer, captain. 

Widow L, I am always read;|F money to yoo, captain. 

1 Plan. For that matter, mistress, my money ta as 
ready as youra. 
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Widow L. Pray hear roe, captain. 

Capt. D. Look yoQ, I have done my pari by yoa ; I 
have brouji^lit the number of slaves I bargained for ; if 
your lots have not pleas'd yoa, you must draw agaia 
auion^ yourselves. 

3 Plan. I am contented with mv lot. 

4 Plan, I am very well satisfied. 

3 Plan. We*Il haVe no drawing again. 

Widow L. Ay, but 

Capt. D, Do you hear, mistress? yoa may hold yonr 
touffue : for inv part, I expect my money. 

Wid4)w L,' dsptain, nobody questions or scruples the 
payment : but 1 won't hold my tongue ; 'tis too much 
to pray and pay too : one may speak for one's own, I 
hope. 

Uapt, D. Well, what would you say ? 

Widow L. I say no more than I can make oot. 

Capt. D. Oat with it then. 

Widow L. I say things have not been so fair, carried 
as they might have been. How do 1 know but yoa 
have juggled together in my absence? Yoa drew Um 
lots tiefore f came, I'm sure. 

Capt D. Thai's your own fiialt, mistress; yoa might 
have come sooner. 

Widow L. Then here's a prince, as they say, among 
the slaves,and you set him down togoasa common man. 

Capt. D. I'll warrant you. 

Widow L. Sir, you're a scurvy fellow, to talk at this 
rate to me. If my husband were alive, gadsbodikins, 
you would not use me so. Marry come up here, who 
are you, I trow? You begin to think yoarself a cap- 
tain, forsooth, because we call yoa so. You forget 
voarself as fast as vuu can ; but 1 remember yoo ; I 
know you for a pitiful, paltry fellow as you are, an up- 
start to prosperity ; one that is but just come^ acquainted 
with cleanliness, and that never saw five shillings of 
your own without deserving to be hang'd for 'em. 

Lietit. She has given you a broadside, captain ', yoo'U 
stand up to her. 

Capt. D» Hang her, I'll come no nearer. 
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Widow L, Bj this }cood li|chtt it woaid make a woman 
do a thing she never designed; marry again, though 
she were sore to repent it, and be revenged of saoh 
a— 

Jack S, What's the matter, Mrs. Lackitt ; can I serve 
jou? 

Widow L, No, no, joa can't serve me : joa are for 
serving jonrself, Vm sore. Prajr go about jronr busi- 
ness. Lord ! how can you be so troublesome ; uaj» so, 
nneonscionable, to think that everv rich widow must 
throw herself away upon a young fellow that has no- 
thing? 
Stan, Jack, you are answer'd. I suppose. 
Jack S, ril have another piock at tier. 
Widow L. Mr. Weldon, 1 am a little disconcerted ; 
but pray bring your sister to dine with me. 'Gad's my 
life, I'm out of all patience with that pitiful fellow : my 
flesh rises at him ; I can't stay in the place where be is. 

[ExU. 
Bland, Captain, yoo have used the widow very fami- 
liarly. 

Capt. D. This is my way ; I have no design, and 
therefore am not over civil. If she had ever a hand- 
some daughter to wheedle her out of, or if I could make 

any thing of her booby son 

Char, 1 may improve that hint, and make something 
of him. [Atide, 

Lieut. She's very rich. 

Capt. D, Vm rich myself. She has nothing that J 
want ', 1 have no leaks to stop. Old women are fortune- 
menders. I have made a good voyage, and would reap 
the fruits of my labour. We plough the deep, my 
masters, but our harvest is on shore. 1 am for a young 
woman. 

Stan. Look about, captain; there's one ripe, and 
ready for the sickle. 

Capt. D, A woman indeed : I will be acquainted with 
her: who is she? 
Char. My sister, sir. 

Capt. J). Would I were a-kin to Iier; if she were my 
sister, the should never go out of the family. What 
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gay yoD, mutreffi? Yod expect I should marry you, I 
aoppoM? < 

Lucy, I shan't be disappoinled, if you don*t. 

[Tums away* 

Char. She won't break her heart, sir. 

Capt. D. But I mean [Follows, her. 

Char, And 1 mean — [Goes between him and Lucy] 
that you most not think of h€r without marrying. 

Capt. D. I mean so too. 

Char, Why then yoqr ineaniftg's obC. 

Caipt, D, You're very short 

Char. I will ^row, and be taller for you. 

Capt. D. 1 shall grow angrf atid sWear. 

Char. You'll oatch no fish then. 

Capt, D. I don't welt know whether he designs to 
affront roe or no. 

Stan, No, no, he's a little familial ; 'tis his way. 

Capt. D. Say you so^ nay, I can be as familiar as he, 
if that be it. Well, sir, look upon me full. What say 
you? how do you like me for a brother-in-law ? 

Char. Why yes, failh, you'll do my business, [Turn- 
ing him about] if we can agree about my sister's. 

Capt, D. I don't know whether your sister will- like 
me or not: I can't say ranch to her; bnt 1 have money 
enough : and if you are her brother, as you seem to hie 
a-kin to her, I know that will reeommend me to you. 

Char. This is Tour market for slaves ; my sister is a 
free woman, and must not be disposed of in public. 
Yo>i shatl be welcome to my house, if yon please ; and, 
upon better acquaintance, if my sister likes you, and I 
like your offers 

Capt, D, Very well, sir, I'll oome and see htfr. 

Lieut. Where are the slarev, captain? tfaej are long 



And who is this prince that's fallen to my lot 
for the lord governor ? Let me know something of him, 
that I may treat him accordingly : who is he ? 

Cixpt. D. He's the devil of a fellow, 1 can tell you; 
a prince everv inch of him : yon have paid dear enough 
for him for all the good heM( do ^om : 1 was forcied lo 
elap him in irons, and did not think the ship safenei- 
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ttter. You are in hostilttj with the Indians, they say ; 
they, threaten yoo daily : yon had best have an eye 
opoo him. 

Bland, Bnt who is he ? 

Lieut. And how do you know him to be a prince? • 
Capt. D. He is son and heir to the great king of 
Angola, a mischievons monarch in those parts, who, by 
his good will, would never let any of his neighbours 
be in aaiet. This son was his general, a plaguy figiit- 
ing fellow. I have formerly had dealings witli him for 
slaves, which he took prisoners, and have got pretty 
I roundly by him. Bat the wars being at an end, and 
nothing more to be got by the trade of that country, I 
made bold to bring the prince along with me. 
Lieut. How could you do that P 
Bland. What ! steal a prince ont of his own coun- 
try! impossible! 

Capt.D. Twas hard indeed; bat I did it. Yba 
most know this Oroonoko— — 
Bland. Is that his name ? 
Capt. D, Ay, Oroonoko. 
Lieut, Oroonoko 

Capt. D. Is naturally inqnisitive aboot the men and 
manners of the white nations. Because i could give 
him some account of the other parts of the world, I 
grew very much into his favour : in return of so great 
an honour, yon know, I could do no less,, upon my 
coming away, than invite him on board me. Never 
having^ been in a ship, he appointed hi&limo, and 1 pre- 
pared my entertainment. He came the next evening, 
as private as be could, vrith about some twenty along 
with him. The punch went round ; and as many of his 
attendants as would be dangerous, I sent dead drnnk 
on shore; the rest we seeored; and so yoa have the 
prince Oroonoko* 
Bland. Unheard of viliany ! 
Stan. Barbarous treachery ! 

Lveat. But, eaptain, metliinks you have taken a great 
deal of pains for this prince Oroonoko; why did you 
part wilD him at the eommon rate of siave».^ 
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QMt,£>.. Why, lieotenaot-goTernor, I'll tell too, I 
did design to carr^ him to ^glaad, to bave showed 
him there; bat I found him troublesome opon mjc 
bands, and J*m glad Vm rid of him— —Oh, on, hark, 
thej come. 

Enter black SlaveSj Men, Women, and Childrenj who 

pass across the Stage by two and two; Aboai^, and 

others of' Oroonoko's Attendants, two and tto^i 

Oroomoko last of all in Chains, 

liucy. Are all these wretchcM slaves? 

Stan. All sold, thej and their posterity, all slaTes. 

Lucy. O miserable fortune ! 

Bland. Most of them know no better; they wero 
born so» and only change their masters. But a prince, 
bom only to command, betrayed and sold, my heart 
drops blood for him. 

Copt, D, Now, . goTemor> here he comes ; praj 
observe him. 

Oroo. So, sir, you have kept your word with me. 

Capt. D. 1 am a better Christian, 1 thank you, than 
to keep it with a heathen. 

Oroo, You are a Christian ; be a Christian still. 
If yc>a have any god that teaohM you 
To break your word, I need not curse you more : 
Let him cheat you, as you are Use to me. 
You faithful follov^ers of my better fortune. 
We have been fellow-soldiers in the field; 

[Embracing hit Friendu 
Now we are fellow^slaves. Tuis last farewell. ' 
Be sure of one thing that will comfort us, 
Whatever world we are nent thrown upon 
Cannot bo wprse than this. 

[All the Slaves go off but Oroonoko. 

Capt. D. You see what a horrible Pagan he is, 
governor; but I took oare that none of his followers 
should be in the same lot with him, for fear they should 
undertake some desperate action, to the danger of the 
colony. 

Oroo. Live still in fear; it is tlie vilbuu's curset 
And will revenge my chains; fear even me. 
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Who baye no power to hurt Ibee. Nature abhors, 

And driyei Ihee oat from the society 

And commerce of mankind, for breach of faith. 

Men live and prosper but in mutual trust, 

A confidence of one another's truth : 

That thou hast violated. I have done; 

I know mv fortune, and submit to it. 

Lieut. Sir, I am sorrj for jour fortune, and would 
help it if I could. 

Bland. Take off his chains. You know your con- 
ditiou; but you are fallen into honourable hands: you 
are the lord gevernor's slave, who will use yon nobly : 
in his absence it shall be my care to serve you. 

iBlandfhrd applying to him. 

Oroo. I hear you, but I can beueve no more. 

lAeat. Captain, Tm afraid the world won't speak so 
honourably of this action of yours, as you would have 



Capt. D. I have the money ; let the world speak and 
be damn'd : 1 care not. 

Oroo. I would forget myself. Be satisfied. [To Bland. 
I am above the rank of common slaves. 
Let that content you. The Christian there that knows 
For Bis own sake will not discover more. [me, 

^ Caqtt. D. 1 have other matters to mind. You ha vie 
him, and much good may do you with your prince. 

[Exit, The rlanters puiUng and staring at Oroonoko. 

Bland. What would you have there f You stare as if 
you never saw a man before. Stand further off. 

[Turns them away, 

Oroo. Let them stare on. 
I am unfortunate, but not asham'd 
Of bein^ so. No, let the guilty blush : 
The white man that betrav^i me. Honest black 
Disdains to change its colour. I am ready : 
Where must 1 go i* Dispose me as you please. 
I am not well acquainted with my fortune. 
But must learn to know it better : so, I know, you say, 
Degrees make all things easy. 

£ta$id. All things shall be easy. 

Oroo. Tear off this pomp, and let me know myself: 
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The slayish habit best becomes me now. 

Hard fate, and whips, and chains may overpow'r 

The frailer flesh, and bow my body down : 

But there's another, nobler part of me. 

Oat of your reaoh, which yon can never tame. 

Bland. Yon shall find nothing of this wretchedness 
Yon apprehend. We are not monsters all. 
You seem unwilling to disclose yourself: 
Therefore, for fear the mentioning your nam6 
Should give yon new disquiets, 1 presume 
To call you Csesar. 

Orao. 1 am myself; but call me what you please. 

Stan. A very good name Gesar. 

Lieut. And very fit for his character. 

Oroo. Was Cesar then a slave.' 

Lieut. I think be was ; to pirates too. He was a great 
conqueror, but unfortunate in his friends 

Oroo. His friends were Christians ? 

BUmd, No. 

Oroo. No! that's strange. 

Lieut. And raurder'd by 'em. 

Oroo. I would l>e Caesar then. Yet I will live. 

Bland. Live to be happier. 

Oroo. Do what you will with me. 

Bland. I will wait upon you, attend, and serve you. 
[Exit with Oroonoko. 

Lucy. Well, if the captain had brought this prince's 
oonntry along with him, and would make me queen of 
it, I would not have him, after doing so base a thing. 

Char, He's a man to thrive in the world, sister : he'll 
make you the better jointure. 

Lucy. Hang him, nothing can prosper with him. 

Stan. Inquire into the great estates, and you'll find 
most of them depend upon the same title of honesty : 
the men who raise them first are much of the captain's 
principles. 

Char. Ay, ay, as yon say, let him be damn'd for the 

§ood of his family. Come, sister, we are invited to 
inner. 
Lieut. Stan more, you dine with me. lExeunt, 
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SCENE I. Widow Lackitt's House. 

Enter Widow Lackitt, and Charlotte Weldon, 
in Man*s Clothes. 

Char, This is so grest a faroor, I don't know how to 
receive it. 

Widow L. O dear sir ! you know how to receive, 
and how to retarn a favour as well as anj body, I don't 
doubtjit ; 'tis not the first jon have bad from our sex, 
1 suppose. 

Cnar. But this is so unexpected. 

Widow L. Lord, how can you say so, Mr. Weldon? 
I won't believe you. Don't I know yon handsome 
gentlemen expect every thinji; a woman can do for yon? 
and by my troth you're in the right on't. f think one 
can't do too much for a 'handsome gentleman ; and so 
you shall find it 

Char, I shall never have snch an offer again, that's 
•ertain. What shall I do? I am mightily divided — 

IPreiendin^ a concern. 
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Widow L. Divided. O dear, 1 bopenoi so, sir. If I 
marry, truly, 1 expect to ba?e joa to myself. 

Char. There's no dangper of that, Mrs. Laokitt : I am 
divided in my thoughts: my father upon his death-bed 
oblifred me to see my nster disposed of, before 1 married 
myself. Tis that sticks upon me. 

Widow L.U that tiiU 

Char, All in ail to roe. The commands of a dyings 
lather you know oujipht to be obeyed. 

Widow L And so they may. 

C^r. Impossible, to do me any good. 

Widow L. They shan't be.yoor hindrance. Yon would 
have a husband for your sister, yoa,say: be must be 
very well to pass too in the world, 1 suppose. 

Char. I would not throw her away. 

Widow L. Then marry her out of hand to tbe sea- 
captain yoo were speaking of. 

Char.' I was thinking of him, but 'tis to no purpose; 
she hates him. 

Widow L. Does she bate him ? nav, 'tis no matter, an 
impudent rascal as he is ^ I would not advise her to 
marry him. 

Char. Can you think of nobody else? 

Widow L» Let me see. Well if I thought yon would 
like of it, I have a husband for her. What do you 
think of my son ? 

Char. You don't think of it yourself. 

Widow L. I protest but I do : I am in earnest, if yoa 
are: he shall marry h^ within this half hour, if you'll 
giv^ your consent to it. 

Char* I give my consent! I'll answer for my sister, 
she shall have Mm : yon may be sure I shall be glad to 
gel over the difficulty. 

Widow L. No more to be said then, that diffioultv is 
over: but I vow and swear you firighten'd me^ Mr. 
Weldon. If I had not had a son now for your sister, 
what must I have done, do voo think ? Were not yon 
an iU-nator'd thing to boggle at a promised I could 
hrmik twenty for yon. 
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Char, I am the more obliged to yon; bot this son 
will save all. 

Widow L, He^s in the hoase ; I'll go and bring him 
myaelt [Gotn^] Yoo woald do well to break the 
basiness to yoar sister. She's wilhin, I'll send her to 
jon— ^ [Going <^atn, comes back, 

. Char. Pray do. 

Widow L. Bat, d*joa hear? perhaps she may stand 
npoo her maidenly behavioor, and blush, and play the 
fool, and delay: but don't be answered so. What! 
she is not a girl at these years. Show your authority, 
and toll her roondly, she must be married immediately, 
ril manage my son, I warrant you [Exit hagHly, 

Char. The widow's in haste, I see: I thought I had 
laid a rob in the road, about, my sigter: but she has 
stepp'd oyer that. She's making way for herself as fast 
as sne oan; but little thinks where she is going. I 
ooold teU her she is going to play the fool ; bot people 
don't love to hear of their faults: besides that is not 
-ny basiness at present. 

Enter Lucy. 
So, sister, I have a husband for you— - 

Lucy. With all my hearL I don't know what con- 
finement marriage may be to the men, but I'm sure the 
women have no liberty without it I'm for any thing 
that will deliver me from the care of a reputation, which 
I begin to find imposnble to preserve. 

Caot. 1*11 ease you of that care. ¥oa must be mar- 
ried immediately. 

Lucy. The sooner the better; for I'm quite tir'd of 
setting op for a husband. The widow's foolish son is 
the man, I suppose? 

Char, I consider'd your conslitotion, sister; and, 
finding yon would have oooasion for a fool, I have pro- 
Tided acoordinglv. 

Lucy, I don't know what occasion I may have for a 
fool when I'm married ; but I find none bot fools have 
oooasion to marry. 

Char. Sinee be is to be a Cool tfaea, I thonghft it 
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belter for jou.to have one of big motlier'n making 
than ^yoar own ; Hwill save you the trouble. 

Lucy. I thank jou ; you take a great deal of paint 
for me ; but pray tell me what you are doing for your- 
self all this while f 

Char. You -are never true to your own secrets, and 
therefore I won't trust you with mine. Only remember 
this, I am your eldest sister, and consequently laying 
my breeches aside, have as much occasion for a husband 
as you can have. I have a man in my eye, be satisSed. 

Enter Widow Lackitt, with her Son Daniel. 

Widow L. Come, Daniel, hold up thy head, child; 
look like a man : you must not taae it as vou have 
done. 'Gads my life! there's nothing to be done with 
twirling your hat, man. 

Dan. Why, motJier, what's to be done then? 

Widow L. Wby, look me in the face, and mind what 
I sav to you. 

Dan. Marry, who's the fool then? What shall I gel 
by minding what you say to me ? 

Widow L, Mrs. Lucy, the boy is bashful, don't dis- 
courage him ; pray come a little forward, and let him 
salute you. [Going between Lucy and DanieL 

Lucu, A fine husband I am to have, truly. [To Char, 

Widow L. Come, Daniel, yon must be acquainted 
with this gentlewoman. 

Dan. Nay, Vm not proud, tlwt is not my fault : I 
am presently acquainted when I know the company; 
but tliis gentlewoman is a stranger to me. 

Widow L, She is your mistress : I have spoke a good 
word for vou ; make her a bow, and go and kiss her. 

Don. Kiss her! have a care what you say ; I warrant 
she scorns your words. Such fine folks are not used 
to be slopp'd and kiss'd. Do you think 1 don't know 
that, mother ? 

Widow L. Try her, trv her, man. [Darnel howt^ she 
thnuHi himforwiard] Why that's well done ; go nearer 
her. 
Dan. U the deiil in the woman? Why so I can go 
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nearer her, if yoo would let a body alone. [To his 
Mather] Cry joor mercy^ forsooth; toy mqllier is 
always shaminj; one before com pan ,v; she would have 
me as unmannerly as herself, and offer to kiss ? ou. 

[To Lucy» 

Char, Why won't yoo kiss her ? 

Dan. Why, pray may I ? 

Chdr. Kiss her, kiss her, man. 

^ Dan, Marry, and I will. [Kitses her] Gadzooks, she 

kisses rarely ! An' please voo, mistress, and seeing my 

mother will have it so, I don't mnch care if I kiss you 

again, forsooth. [Kisses her again* 

Lucy. Well, how do yoo like me now f 

Don. Like you.^ marry, I don't know; you hare 
bewitched me, I think : 1 was never so in my born days 
before. 

Widow L. Yoo most marry this fine woman, Daniel. 

Dan, Hey-day! marry her! 1 was never married in 
all my life. What must I do with her then, mother? 

widow L, You must live with her, eat and drink 
with her, and sleep with her. 

Dan. Nay marry, I shall never sleep, that's certain ; 
she'll break me of my rest, quite and clean, 1 tell yoo 
before hand. As for eating and drinking with her, why 
I have a good stomaoh, and can play my part in any 
company. Bat how do yoo think 1 can go to bed to a 
. woman I don't know ? 

Char, Yoo shall know her better. 

Dan. Say yoo so, sir ? 

Char, Kiss her again. [Daniel hisses Lucy. 

Dan, Nay, kissing I find will make us presently 
acquainted. We'll steal into a corner to practice % 
little, and then I shall be able to do any thing. 

Char. The yooog man mends apace. 

Dan, Mother, mother, if you'll stay in the room by 
me, and promise not to leave me, I don't care for once 
if I venture to go to bed with her. 

Widow L, Tlwre's a good child, go in and pot on thy 
best clothes; pluck op a spirit, I'll stay in the room by 
thee. She won't hurt thee, I waj'rant thee. 

Dan.Nay« as to that matter, I am not afraid of her. 
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I'll give her as good as she brings. I have a Rowland 
for her OHver^ and so thou mav tell her. [£ant. 

Widow L. Mrs. Looj, we shan't staj for yoa : yon 
are in readiness I suppose .^ 

Char» She is always ready to do what I woold have 
ber, I must say that for my sister. 

Widow L. Twill be her own another day, Mr. Wel- 
don ; we'll marry 'em out of hand, and then 

Ciutr, And then, Mrs. Lackitt, look to yoarself— 

[EaxunU 

Imier Oroonoko and Blandfobd. 

Oroo. Yon know my «lory, and yoo say yon are 
A friend to my misfortunes : that's a name 
Will teach vou what yon owe yourself and me. 

Bland, 111 study to deserve to be yonr friend. 
When once our noble governor arrives. 
With him yon will not need my interest : 
He is too generous not to feel your wrongs, 
fiut be assur'd I will employ my poVr, 
And find the means to ^nd you home again. 

Oroo. I thank you, sir.— My honest, wretched friends ! 

[Sighiiig, 
Their chains are heavy: they have hardly found 
So kind a master. May I ask you, sir. 
What is become of them? Perhaps I shoald not. 
Yon will forgive a stranger. 

Bland, Til inquire ; 
And use my best endeavours, where they are, 
To have 'em gently us'd. 

Oroo. Once more I thank yon. 
You offer every cordial that can keep 
My hopes alive, to wait a better day. 
What friendly care can dor,^ou have apply 'd : 
But oh! ] have a grief admits no cure. 

BUmd. You do not know, sir— — 

Oroo, Can you raise the dead P 
Pursue and overtake the wings of time^ 
And bring about again the hours, the days. 
The years that made me happy? 

Bland, That is not to be done 
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Oroo, No, there is nothing to be done for me. 

[Kneels and kisset the Earth. 
Thoa God ador'd ! tboa ever-glorioos sun ! 
If she be yet on earth, send me a beam 
Of thy all-seeing pow'r to light me to her: 
Or, if thy sister goddess has preferr'd 
Her beauty to the skies, to be a sUr« 
O tell me where she shines, that 1 may stand 
Whole nights, and gaze upon her. 
Bland. I am rode, and interrupt you. 
Oroo. I am troublesome : 
Bat pray^gire me your pardon. My swoln heart 
Bursts out its passage, and I must complain, 
(O ! can you think of nothing dearer to me ; 
Dearer than liberty, my country, friends. 
Much dearer than my life?) that I have lost 
The teod'rest, best beloir'd, and loving wife. 
BUmd. Alas! I pity you. . 
Oroo. Do pity me : 
Pity's a-kin to love; and every thought 
. Of that soft kind is weloowe td my soul. 
I would be pity'd here. 
BUmd. I dare not ask 
More than you please to tell me: but if you 
Think it convenient to let me know 
Your story, I dare promise you to bear 
A part in your distress, if nut assist you^ 

Oroo. Thou honest-hearted man! I wanted faofa. 
Just such a friend as thou arli that would sit 
Still as the night, and let me talk whole days 
Of my Imoinda. O! TU tell thee all 
From first to last; and pray observe me well. 
BUmd. I will most heedfnily. 
Or0O. There was a stranger in my father's conrt, 
Yalo'd and honour'd much : be was a white. 
The first I ever saw of your complexion. 
He ohang'd his god for oars, and so grew greatj 
Of many virtues, and so &m'd in arms. 
He still commanded all my father's wars 
I was bred under him. One fatal day, 
> The armies joining, he before me stepp'd. 
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Reoeiiriiig ib his breast a fraisoa'd dart 
JjbwelVd at me; be dj'd wiihiD mj arms. 
Fve UrM yoo already. 

Bland. Pray go oo. 

Oroo. He left an only daughter, whom he brought 
An infant to Angola. When I oame 
Back to the court, a happy conqoeror, 
UiMnanity obKg^d me to condole 
With this sad virgin Cor « father's loss, 
Lost for my safety. I presented her 
With all the slaves of battle, to atone 
Her father*« ghost. But, when I saw her face. 
And heard her speak, I offered op mvself 
To be the saorifioe. She bow'd and blnsh'd ; 
I wondered and ador'd. The sacred pow'r, 
That had sobdo'd me, then inspir'd my tongue, 
loolin'd her heart, and all our talk was love. 

Bland. Then you were happy. 

Oroo. ! I was too happy. 
I marry'd her : and, though my country's custom 
Indulged the privilege of many wives, 
I swore myself never to know but her. 
O my Imoinda ! But it could not last. 
Her fatal beauty reach'd my father's ears : 
He sent for her to court, where, cursed court I 
No woman comes but for his amorous use. 
He raging to possess her, she was foro'd 
To own herself my wife. The furious king 
Started at incest ; but, grown deeperate, 
Not daring to enjo v what he desird, 
In mad revenge (whieh I could never learn) 
He poison'd for, or sent her far, far off. 
Far from my hopes ever to see her more. 

jBUoiMf. Most barbarous of fathers! the sad Ule 
Has struck me dumb with wonder. 

Oroo. I have done, 
ril trouble yoo no farther: now and then 
A sigh will have its way : that shall be all. 

£nter Stanmqre. 
Stan. Blao<|ford, tlic lieotenant-gavemor is gone to 
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joar plaotation. He desires joo would bring the rojal 
slave with you. The sight of his fiiir mistress, he savs, 
is an entertaioment for a prince. He would have his 
opinion of her. 

Oroo. Is he a lorer? 

Bland, So he sajs himself. He flatters a beautiful 
alave that I have, and calls her mistress. 

Oroo. Must he then flatter her to eali her mistress ? 
I pity the proud man, who thinks himself 
Aivove being in lov6. What, though she be a slave. 
She may deserve him. 

Bland. You shall judge of that when you see her, sir. 

Oroo. I go with you. {^Exeunt. 

SGBNE II. A Plantation. 

Enter Imoiv d a, foUowed by the Lieutenant- 
Governor. 
Lieut. I have disturb'd ^oo. I confess my faults, 
My fair Clemene ; but begin again, ^ 
And 1 will listen to your mournful song, 
Sweet as the soft complaining uightiugaleV 
Sing, sing again. 

And let me wonder at the many ways 
You have to ravish me. 

Imo. O I can weep 
Bqoogh for you and me, if that will please you. 

Lieut. Yon must not weep : I come to dry your tears, 
And raise you from your sorrow. I may take 
This pretty hand : I know your modesty 
Would draw it hack : but you would lake it ill 
If I should let it go. 

ISke ttruggles, and gett her Hand from him; then 
he men to kin her. 

Nay, if yon struggle witn me, I must lake 

Imo, Yon may my life, that I can part with freely. 

lExit. 

Enter Blandford, Stanmore, and Oroonoko. 
Bland. So, governor, we don't disturb you, I hope? 
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Yoor mutrem hu left jtm. You were nakiog^ love. 
She's tbankfol for the hononr, 1 sappose. 

Lieut, Quite inMo»ible to all I mj, and do. 
When I speak to her, she sighs, or weeps. 
But never answers me as I would have her. 

Stan. There's something nearer than her slavery, that 
touches her. 

BUmd. What do her fellow stares saj of .her ? Can't 
thev find the cause? 

Lieut. Some of them, who pretend to be wiser than 
the rest, and hate her, I suppose for being us'd better 
than thej are, will needs hare it that she is with eirild. 

Bland. Poor wretch ! if it be, so, I pity her. 
She has lost a husband, that perhaps was dear 
To her, and then you cannot blame her. 

Oroo, If it be so, indeed yoa cannot blame her. 

[Sighing. 
Lieut, No, no, it is not so. If it be so, 
I must still love her : and, desiring still, 
1 must enjoy her. 

Bland. IVy what you can do with fair' means, and 
welcome. 

Lieut. I'll give you ten slaves for her. 
BUmd. You know she is our lord governor** : bat, 
if I could dispose of her, I would not now, especially 
to you. 
Lieut. Why not to me? [with her ; 

Bktnd. I mean against her will. You are in love 
And we all know what your desires would have. 
Love stops at nothing but possession. 
Were she within yotir power, you do not know 
How soon you would be tempted to forget 
The nature of the deed, and, may be, act 
A violencevoo after would repent 

Oroo. 'TIS godlike in you to protect the weak. 
Lieut. Fie, fie, I would not force her. Though the be 
A slave, her mind is free, and should consent. 

Oroo. Such honour will ennge her to consent : 
And then, if you're in love, sne^ worth the having. 
Shall we not see the wonder ? 
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Lietit, Have a oare ; 
Yon have a heart, and she bag oonqn'rinj; eyes. 

Oroo. I have a heart ; hat, if it could be false 
To mj first vows, ever to love again. 
These honest hands should tear it from m^ breast, 
And throw the traitor from me. O! Imoinda ! 
Living or dead, I can be only thine. 

BUmd, Imoinda was his wife: she's either dead, 
Or living, dead to him ; foro'd from his arms 
By an innuraan father. Another time 
I'll tell yon all. [lb Lieut, and Stan. ExeunU 

SCENE HI. Slaves, Men, Women, and Children, dii- 
covered upon the Ground ; some rite and dance. 

During the Entertainment, enter the Lieutenavt- 
Governor, Blandford, Stanmore, and Oroo* 
NOKO, as Spectators; that ended, enter Captain 
Driver, Jack Stan more, and seoeral Planters, 
with their Swords drawn. Drum beats. Bell rings. 
Capt, D, Where are yon, governor? Mi|ke what haste 
yon can 

To save yourself and the whole colony. 

I bid 'em ring the bell. 
Lieut. What's the matter? 
Jack S. The Indians are come down upon ns ; they 

have plundered some of the plantations already, and 

are marching thb way as fest as they can. 
Liettt, what can we do against them? 
Bland. We shall be able to make a sUnd till more 

planters come in to ns. 

Jack S. There are a great many more wilhont, if yon 

would show yourself, and put ns in order. 

Lieut. There's no danger of the white slaves, they'll 

not stir. Blandford and Stanmore, come you along 

with me. Some of you stay here to look after the 

black slaves. 

lAU go out but the Captain and six Planters, who 
all at once seise Oroonoko. 
1 Plan, Ay, ay, let vs alone. * 
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Capt. D. In the first place, we secure joo, sir, 
As an enemjr to the govemmeoL 

Oroo* Are Yoa there, sir? Yoa are mj constant friend. 

1 Plan, You will be able to do a great deal of mis- 
chief. 

Capt. D, But we shall prevent jon : bring the irons 
hither. He has the malice of a slave in him, and would 
be glad to be oalting his masters' throats. 1 know him. 
Chain his hands and feet, that he may not rqn over to 
'em. If they have him, they'll carry him on their 
backs, that 1 can tell 'em. 

At they are chaining hiniy re-eater Blandford, who 
runs to them. 
Bland. What are you doing there? 
Capt. D, Securing the main chance: this is a bosom 
enemy. 

Bland, Away, you brutes : III answer with my life 
for his behaviour ', so tell the governor. 
Capt,D. Plan, Well, sir, so we will. 

[Exeunt Captain and Planters, 
Oroo, Give me a sword, and I'll deserve your trust. 

A Party of Indians enter, hurrying Imoimda among 
the Slaves; another Party of' Indians sustains them 
retreating, followed at a distance by the Lieute- 
nant-Governor, with the Plantersj Blandford 
and Oroonoko join them. 
Bland, Hell and the devil! they drive away our 

slaves before our faces. Governor, can you stand 

tamely by, and suffer this? Clemene, sir, your mistress, 

is among *em. 

Lieut. We throw ourselves away in the attempt to 

rescue them. 

Oroo, A lover cannot fall more glorious. 

Than in the cause of love. He that deserves 

His mistress' fiivour, wo'not stay behind : 

I'll lead you on ; be bold, and follow me. 
lOroonoko, at the Head of the Planters^ falls upon the 
Indians with a greaX Shaalt, and beats them of. 
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Enter iMOiy DA, 
Itno. Vm tost aboat bj my teupefttaous ikte, 
Ahd ao where mast baye rest. Indians, or English! 
Whoever has me, 1 am still a slave. 
No matter whose I am, since Vm no more 
Mjr rojal master's; since I'm his no more. 
O, I was happy! naj, I will be happy 
In the dear tbooeht'that I am still his wife, 
Though far divided from him. [Retires, 

Re-enter Lieutenant-Governor, Oroonoko, 

Blanoford, Stanmore, and Planters, 
Lieut, Thou glorioos man ! thon something greater 
sore 
Than Csesar ever was! tliat single arm 
Has sav'd as all : accept our gen'ral thanks. 

[All how to Oroonoko. 
And what we can do more to recotapense 
Such noble services, yoo shall command. 

Clemene too shall thank you she is safe 

Look up, and bless your brare deliverer. 
[Bringilmoindafirward, looking down on the Ground. 
Oroo, Bless me indeed ! 
Bland. You sterti 
Oroo. O all von gods, 
Who goTern this ffreat world, and bring aboat. 
Things stranse and unexpected ! can it oe? 
JAeut. What is't yon stare at so? 
Oroo. Answer me some of you, yoo who have powV, 
And have yoor senses free : or are you all 
Struck through with wonder too ? 

[Looking stiUJixedly on Inunnda, 
Bland. What would yon know ? 
Oroo. My soul steals from my body through my eyes; 
All that is left of life I'll gaze away, 
And die upon the pleasure. 
Lieut. This is strange! 
Oroo, If yoo but mock me with her image here: 

If she be not Imoinda 

[She hohi upon him and/alU into a Swoon ; 
he runs to ner. 
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Ha! Sbefaiota! 

Nay, then it most be she : il u Imoinda ! 

My heart confesses her, and leaps for joy, 

To welcome her to her own empire here, [i^isset her. 

.Imoinda! Oh! thy Oroonoko calls. 

Itno, [Coming to life] My Oroonoko! Oh ! I canH 
What any man can say. But if 1 am [believe 

To be deceiv'd, there's something in that name. 

That Toice, that face IStaret at him. 

O ! if I know myself, I cannot be mistaken. 

lEmbracet him. 

Oroo, Nerer here : 
Yon cannot be mistaken : I am yonrs. 
Your Oroonoko, all that you wonld haTe^ 
Yonr tender, loVing hnsMuid. 

Imo. All indeed 
That I would have : my husband ! tlien I am 
Alive, and waking to the ioys I feel: 
They were so great, I eonld not think 'em true ; 
But I believe all that you say to me : 
For truth itself, and everlasting love. 
Grows in this breast, and pleasure in these arms. 

Oroo. Take, take me all : inqoire into my heart 
^You know the way to ev'ry secret there), 
My heart, the sacred treasury of love : 
And if, in absence, I have misemployed 
A mite from the rich store; if I have spent 
A wish, a sigh, but what I sent to^on ; 
May I be cursed to wish and sigh in vain, 
And you not |Nty me. 

Imo. Ol I believe. 
And know yon by myself. If these sad eyes, 
Since last we parted, have beheld the face 
Of any comfort, or once wish'd to see 
Tlie light of any other heav'n bat von. 
May I be struck this moment blind, and lose 
Your blessed sight, never to find yon more. 

Oroo. Imoimh! O! this separation 
Has made you dearer, if it can be so. 
Than yon were ever to me. You appear 
*Ae a kind star to my benighted steps. 
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To ji^aide me od iny way to IiappineM : 
I cftanoi loiss it now. Governor, friend, 
YoQ think me mad : but let me bless yoa all, 
Who any ways have been the instruments 
Of finding her again. Imoinda's found ! 
And evW thing that I would have in her. 

(Embraces her in the most passionate Fondness. 

Stan. Where's Your mistress now, governor? 

Lieut, Why, wliero most men's mistresses are forced 

to be sometimes, with her husband, it seems. But I 

won't lose her so. {^Aside. 

Stan. He has fought lustily for her, and deserves 
her : I'A say that for him. 

Bland. Sir, we congratulate your happiness: 1 do 
most heartily. 

Lieut. And all of as: but how it comes to pass 

O'roo. That will require 
More precious time than I can spare you now. 
I have a thousand things to ask of her, 
And she as many more to know of me. 
But yon have made me happier, I confess. 
Acknowledge it, much happier than I 
'Hive words or pow'r to tell you. Captain, jron, 
Ev'u you, who most have wrong'd me, I forgive* 
I wb'not say you have betray'd me now : 
I'll think you but the minister of fate. 
To brin? me to my lov'd Imoinda here. 

Imo. How, how shall I receive you? how be worthy 
Of such endearments, all this tenderness? 
These are the transports of prosperity, 
When fortune smiles upon us. 

Oroo. Let the foots 
Who follow fortune, live upon her smiles; 
All our prosperity is plac'd in love, 
We have enough of tliat to make us happy. 
This little spot of earth yoa stand 0(K>n, 
Is more to me than the extended plains 
Of my great father's kingdom. Httre I reign 
In full deliglits. In joys to pow'r unknown : 
Your love my empire, and your hnrt mj throne. 

' ^ ' ' lExeunt. 



ACT THE THIRD. 




SCENE I. 



Enter Aboan, with several Slaves^ and Hotman. 

Hot, What! tobeslaFOS to cowards! slaves torojpies! 
who can't defend themselves! 

Aboan, Who is this fellow ? He talks as if he were 
acquainted with our design: is he one of us? 

[Aside to his oum Gang. 
be glad to make one, 
I believe. 

Aboan. He makes a mighty noise. 

Hot. Go, sneak in corners, whisper out your griefii) 
For fear your masters hear you : cringe and crouch 
Under the bloody whip, like beaten curs, 
That lick their wounds, and know no other cure. 
All, wretches all ! vou feel their cruelty. 
As much as 1 can leel. but dare not groan. 
For my part, while 1 have a life and tongue> 
rU curse the authors of my slavery. 

Aboan. Have you been long a slave? 

Hot, Yes, many years. 
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Aboan, And do toq onljr carse? 

Hot, Carse ! only curse ! I cannot conjare. 
To raise the spirits ap of other men : 
I am bat one. O ! for a soul of fire, 
To warm and animate oar common cause, 
And make a body of as ; then I would 
Do something; more than ourse4 

Aboan, That body set on foot, you wooJd be one, 
A limb, to lend it motion? 

Hot, I would be 
The heart of it; the head, the hand, and heart: 
Woald I could see the day! 

Aboan. You will do all yourself. 
, Hot. I would do more 
Than I shall speak ; but I may find a time— - 

Aboofh The time may come to you ; be ready for't. 
Methinks he talks too much; I'll know him more 
Before 1 trust him further. l^Aside» 

1 Slave. If he dares 
Half what he says, hell be of ase4o as. 

Enter Blandford. 
Bland, If there be any one among yoa here 
That did belong to Oroonoko, speak ; 
I come to him. 

Aboan. I did belong to him ; Aboan my name. 
Bland. You are the man I want; pray come with 
me. lExeunt* 

Enter Oroonoko and Imoinda. 

Oroo, 1 do not blame my father for his loVe; 
Bot when I think on his barbarity. 
That could expose you to so many wrongs ; 
Driving yoa oat to wretched slavery, 
Onlj for being mine ; then I confess 
I wish I coula forget the name of son^ 
That I might our^e the tyrant* 

Imo* l.will bless him. 
For I have found jou here: heaT*n only knows 
What is reserved for us : but if we goess 

B 
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The fiitore by the past, oar fortune most 
Be wonderful ; it most be in extremes : 
JBxtremely happy, or extremely wretched. 

Oroo. 'Tu in our powV to make it happy now. 

Itno. But not jto keep it so. 

Re-enter Blandford and Aboan. 

Bland. My royal lord J 
I haye a present for you. 

Oroo. Aboan! 

Aboan, Your lowisst slave. 

Oroo. My tried and valoed friend ! [To Blandford, 
This worthy man always prevents my wants : 
I only wish'd, and he lias brought thee to me. 
Thou art surprised : carry thy duty there, 

l^Aboan goes to Imoinda, and falls at her Feet. 
While I acknowledge mine. How shall I thank you ? 

[ToBlan^ord. 

Bland. Believe me honest to your interest, 
And 1 am more than paid. 1 have seour'd 
That all your follVers shall be eently us'd, 
Shall wait upon your person, while you ^tay 
Among us. 

Oroo. I owe every thinr to you. 

Bland. Vou must not think you are in slavery. 

Oroo. I do not find I am. 

BUmd* Kind heaven has miraculously sent 
Those comforts, that may teach you to expect 
fU farther care, in your deliverance. 

Oroo. I sometimes think myself heav'n is conoern'd 
I'or my deliverance. 

Bland. It will be soon ; 
You may expect it. Pray, in tlie mean lime. 
Appear as cheerful as you can among us. ^ 
You have some enemies, that represent 
You dangerous, and would be glad to find 
A reason, in your'^iscontent, to fear. 
They watch your looks. But there are honest ineii 
Who are your friends : you are seour'd in them. 
Oroo, I thank you for your caution. 
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BUmd. I will Imto yon : 
And be usur'd I with your liberty. lExU. 

Abdtan. He speaks yoa very fair. 

Oroo, He means me Tair. ^ 

Aboan. If he should not, my lord? 

Oroo, If he should not? 
I'll not snspeot his truth : but if I did. 
What shall I get by doubling.'' 

Aboan. Yon secure 
Not to be disappointed : but, besides. 
There's this advantiu;e in suspecting him : 
When ^ou pnt off the hopes of other men. 
You will rely upon your godlike self; 
And then yon may be sure of liberty. 

Oroo. Be snre of liberty? what dost thoa mean, 
Advising lo rely apon mvself ? 
I think I may be sure oo't : we mast wait : 
Tis worth a little patience. [Turning to Imomda* 

' Aboan. O, my lord ! 

Oroo. What dost thou drire at? 

Aboan. Sir, another time 
Yoo would have found it sooner: but I see 
Love has your heart, and takes up all your thooghts. 

Oroo. And canst thou blame me? 

Aboan. Sir, 1 must not blame yon. 
But, as our fortune stands, there is a paasioa ' 
(Your pardon, royal mistress, I must speak) 
That would become yon better than your love: 
A brave resentment; which, inspir'd by you, 
Might kindle and diffuse a gen'rons rage 
Among the slaves, to ronse and shake oar chains, 
And straggle to be free. 

Oroo. How can we help oorsetvei? 

Aboan, 1 knew yoa wnen yoa woald have found a 
How help ourselves? the very Indians teach as : [way. 
We need but to attempt our liberty. 
And we carry it We have hands saffioient. 
Doable the number of oar masters' force. 
Ready to be employ'd. We want but voa. 
To bead oar oolerprise, and bid na stfike. 
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Oroo, What woald you do? 

Aboa$i. Cat oar opprewora' tbroats. 

Oroo. And yoa would bare me joio in joar design 
Of murder? 

Aboan. It deserves a better name: 
Bat be it wbat it will, 'tis justify'd 
By self-defence, and natural liberty. ^ 

Oroo. ril bear no more o»*L 

Aboan. I'm sorry for't. 

Oroo. Nor sball yoa think of it! 

ilftoon. NotUiinkof it^ 

Oroo. No, I command yoo not 

Aboan. B«member, sir, 
Yoa are a slave yoarseif, and to command 
is now another's right Not think of it? 
Since the first moment they pot on mv chains, 
I've thooght of nothing bat the weight of *em, 
And how to throw 'em off. Can yours sit easy ? 

Oroo. 1 have a sense of my condition. 
As painful and as quick as yours can be. 
1 feel for my Imoinda and myself; 
Imoinda ! much the tend'rest part of me. 

?at though I langaish for my liberty, 
woald not buy it at the Christian price 
Of black ingratitude : they sha'not say 
That we deserv'd oar fortune by our crimes* 
Murder the innocent ! 

Aboan. The innocent! 

Oroo. These men are so, whom yon would rise against 
If we are slaves, they did not make us slaves. 
Bat bought us in an nonest way of trade : 
As we have done before 'em, booght and sold 
Many a wretch, and never thought it wrong. 
They paid oar price for us, and we are now 
Their prO|)erty, a part of their estate, 
To manage as they please. Mistake me not, 
I do not tamely say that we should bear 
All they could lay upon us: but we find 
The load so Urfat, so Httle to be felt 
(Considering tney have as in their pow'r. 
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And may iniict wbat grievanoes they please), 
We oaght not to oooiplain. 

Aboan. My royal lord ! 
Yon do not know the heavy grievanoes. 
The toils, the labonrs, weary drudgeries. 
Which they impose; hardens more fit for beasl», 
For senseless beasts to bear, than thinking men. 
Then if you saw the bloodv cruelties 
They execute on e?'ry slight oflfenoe; 
Nay, sometimes in their proud, insulting sport. 
How worse than dogs they lash their fellow creatures; 
Your heart would bleed for 'em. Oh ! could yon know 
How many wretches lift their handi and eyes 
To you for their relief! 

Oroo, I pity 'em. 
And wish I could with honesty do more. 

Ahean. You must do more, and may, with honesty* 
O, royal sir, remember who you are, 
A prince, bom for the good of other men : 
Whose goolike office is to draw the sword 
Against oppression, and set free mankind : 
And this I'm sure yon think oppression now. 
What though yon naye not fell these miseries. 
Never believe you are obliged to them : 
They have their selfish reasons,, may be, now. 
For using of you well ; but there will come 
A time, when you must have your share of 'em. 

Oroo. You see how little cause 1 have to think so : 
J^avour'd in my own person, in my friends ; 
Indulg'd in all that can concern my care. 
In my Imoinda's soft society. lEmbraees her. 

Aboan. And therefore would you lie contented down 
In the forgetfulness and arms of love, 
To get young princes for 'em ? 

Oroo. Say'stthoue ha! 

Aboan. Princes, the heirs of empire, and the last 
Of your illustrious lineage, to be born 
To pamper up their pride, and be their slaves? 

Oroo. Iffioinda! save me, save me from that thought. 

Aboan, I know yoii are persuaded to believe 
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The gpoTenior*8 arrif al will prevent 

These miscbiefs, and bestow yoor liberty : 

But who is sore of that? I rather fear 

More mischiefs from his eoroing. He is jotmg, 

Luxarious, passionate, and amorous : 

Such a conineuoii, and made bold by pow'r, 

To counleaanee all he is prone to do, 

Will know no bounds, no taw against bis lasts. 

If, in a fit of his intemperance, 

With a strong hand he shall resolve to seise. 

And force my royal mistress from your arms, 

liow can you help vourself ? 

Oroo. Ha! thou Dast roos*d 
The lion in his den ; he stalks abroad, 
And the wide forest trembles at his roar. 
I find the danger now. My spirits start 
At tbe alarm, and from all quarters come 
To man my heart, the citadel of love. 
Is there a powV on earth to force you from me. 
And shall 1 not resist it, nor strike first, 
To keep, to save yon, to prevent that curse? 
This is your cause; and shall it not prevail? 
Oh ! yon were born always to eonquer me. 
Now I am fashion'd to thy purpose : speak, 
Wliat combination, what conspiracy, 
Wouldst thou engage me in? I'll undertake 
All thou wouldst have me now for liberty, 
For the great cause of love and liberty. 

Aboan. Now, my great master, you appear yonrself ; 
And, since we have you joined in our design. 
It cannot fail us. I have muster'd up 
The choicest slaves, men who are sensible 
Of their condition, and seem most resolv'd : 
They liave their several parties. 

Ordo, Summon *em, 
Assemble 'em: I will come forth and show 
Mvself among 'em : if they are resolv'd, 
I'll lead their foremost rettolutions. 

Aboan. I have provided those will follow yon. 

Oroo, With this reserve in our proceedings still. 
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The meaos that lead us to our liberty 
Must not be bloodjr. 

Aboan, Yoa command in all. 
We shall expect you, oir. 
Oroo, Voa sha'not long;. 

* [Exeunt Oroonoko and Imoinda on one side/ 
Aboan at the other. 

Enter Charlotte Weldon, dressed in Man^i Cloihes; 
foUowed by Widow Lackitt. 

Widow L. These anmannerly Indians were gomethins^ 
unreasonable to disturb as just in the nick, Mr. Wel-> 
don; but 1 have the parson within call still, to do us 
the good tarn. 

Char. We had belitstay a littlest think, to see things 
settled again, had not we? Marriage is a serious thing/ 
you know. . . . , 

Widow L, What do you talk of a serious thing, Mr. 
Weldon ? 1 think yoo have found me sufficiently serious : 
1 have married my son to yuur sister, to pleasure you : 
and now t come to claim vonr promise to me, you tell 
me marriage is a seirioad thing. 

Char. Why, is it not? 

Widow L, Fiddle faddle, I know what it is : 'tis not 
the first lime I have been married, I hope : but I shall 
begin to think yoa don't design to do fairly by me, so 

Char. Why, indeed, Mrs. Lackitt, Vm afraid I can't 
do so fairly as I would by y6u. 'Tis what you must 
know first or last; and I should, be the worst man in 
the world to conceal it any longer ; therefore I must 
Q|vn to yoa that I am married already. 

Widow L. Married! You don't say so, I hope? how 
have yoo the conscience to tell me such a thing 16 my 
face? I would have you to know I understand better 
things than to ruin my son without a valuable conside- 
ration. If I can't have you, I can keep my money. 
Your sister shan't Lave the catch of him she expected : 
I won't part with a siiilling to 'em. 

Char. You made the oiateh yourself, yoa know; yoa 
can't blame me. 
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Widow L, Yes, yet, I can, tnd do blame too : you 
miiclit bave told me before, jon were married 

Char. I woald not liave told you now, bnt yoa fol- 
lowed me so close, I was forced to it: indeeo I am 
married in Enjcland ; bat 'tis as if I were xiot ; for I 
bave been parted from my wife a g^reat while, and^ to 
do reason on both sides, we hate one another heartilr. 
Now I did design, and will marry you stilly if yoall 
have a little patience. 

Widow L. A likely business truly. 

Char. I have a friend in England that I will write to, 
to poison my wife, and then I can marry yon with a 
good conscience. 

Widow L. And will he do it, do you think ? 

Char, At the first word^ or he is not the man I take 
him to be. 

Widow L. Well, yoo are a dear devil, Mr. Weldon : 
and would yon poison your wife for mef 

Char. I would do any thing for you. 

Widow L. Well, I am mightily obliged to yoa. But 
'twill be a great while before yon can have an answer 
of y oar letter. 

Char. Twill be a great while indeed. 

Widow L. In the mean time, Mr. Weldon— 

Char. Whj, in the mean time Here's company. 

We'll settle that within ; Til follow you. 

[Exit Widow Lachitt. 

Enter Stanmorb. 

Stan. So, sir, yon carry on your business swim- 
mingly : yon have stolen a wedding, I bear. 

Char. Ay, my sister is married : and I am very near 
being mn away^ with myself. 

Stan. The widow will hare you then? 

Char. Yoo come Tery seasonably to my rescue. Jack 
Stanmore is to be had, I hope ? 

Stan. At half an hoar's warning. 

Char, I most advise with you. [£x€imt. 
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SCENE I. 

Enter Widow Lackitt, and Charlotte Weldov* 
drested in Man*8 Clothes* 

Char. Now, Mrs. Lackitt. 

Widow L. Well, well, Laokitt, or what you will 
DOW ; now I am married to yon : I am very well nieas'd 
with what 1 have done, I aunre yon. Mr. Weldon, 
what must I call you ? I must have some pretly fond 
name or other for you, it looks n^Iigent, and is the 
fitthion, you know. 

Char. To b^ negligent of their husbands, it is indeed. 
■ Wiimo L. Nay tten 1 won't be in the fashion ; for I 
oan ne?er be negligent of dear Mr. Weldon ; and, to 
conTince you, here's something to encourage you not 
to be negligent of me. [Oives a Purse and a little 
Casket] Five hundred pounds in gold in this; and 
jewels to the valoe of fire hundred pounds more in this. 

Char. [Opens the Casket] Ay, marry, this will encou- 
rage me fnaeed. 

Widow L. There are comforts in marrying au elderly 
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woman, Mr. Weldon. Now a yoong woman woald 
have fimcied she bad paid jou with ber person, or bad 
done you the favour. 

Char, What do yoa talk of jronn^ women .^ jon are 
as voung as any of 'em, in every thing but their folly 
and ignorance. 

Widow X.. And do yon think me so? J^t I bave 
reason to suspect you. Was not I seen at your boose 
this morning, do you think? 

Char, You may venture again : you'll come at nigfat, 
I suppose? 

Widow L. O dear! at night? so soon? 

Char. Nay, if you think it so soon 

Widow L. O, no ! 'lis not for that, Mr. Weldon ;bat-- 
I will come to please you. 

Char. To please yourself; own it. 

Widow L« Well, well, to please myself then. You're 
the strangest man in the world, nothing can 'scape yoa. 

Enter Dasi^Js, followed by Lucy. 

Dan. What would yoa have? what do you follow 
me for? 

Lucy, Why mayn't I follow yoa? 1 must follow yoa 
now an the world over. 

Dan, Hold you, bold you there : not so far bj a 
mile or two; I have enough of your company already, 
b^r lady, and something to spare : you may go home 
to your brother, an' you will ; 1 have no further to do 
with you. 

Widow L, Why, Daniel, child, Uioa art not oai of 
thy wits sure, art thon ? 

Dan, Nay, marrv, 1 don't know ; but! am very near, 
I believe : I am alter'd for the worse miahtilv siooo 
you saw me ; and she has been the cause of it tnere. 

(f^tiiowL. How so, child? t 

Dan, I told you before what would eome on'l of 
putting me to bed to a btrange woman ; but you would 
not be said nay. 

Widow' L, She is your wife now, child, yoa most 
love her. 



6CB1IJ9 1. OROONOKO. 47 

Ban. Whj, so I did at first. 

Widow L, But TOO most love her always. 

Dan, Always! Ilo?'d her aslonff as I ooold, mother^ 
und as long as loTin{[^ was good, i believe; for 1 find 
now I don't care a fig for her. 

Lucy, Why, yoa lubberly, sloTenly blockhead~-~ 
I see all goodi nature is thrown away upon yon 

Widow L, It was so with his father before him. He 
takes after him. 

iMcy, And therefore I will use yoa as you deserve, 
you tony. 

. Widow L, Indeed he deserves bad enough ; but don't 
call him out of his name: his name is Daniel, you 
know., 

Dan» Let her call me what she pleases, mother, 'ti» 
not her tongue that Tm afraid of. 

Lucy, I will make such a beast of thee ! 

Widow L, O, pray no, I hope ; do nothing rashly, 
Mrs. Lucy. 

Dan, I had rather be a beast than what you would 
make of me in a week, Vm sure; I have no more man- 
hood left in me already, than there is in one of my 
mother's old under-peltiooats. 

Widow L, Sirrah, sirrah, meddle with your wife's 
petticoats, and let yoor mother's aloae^ yoa ungracious 
bird you. [fieafs him, 

Dan, Why, is the devil in the woman? What have I 
said now? Do yoa know if you were ask'd, I trow? 
But yoa are all of a bundle ; e'en han^ together : he 
that unties yoa, makes a rod for hiraseu; and so 
he will find it that has any thing to do with you. 

Widow L, Ay, rogue enough, yo« shall find it; I 
have a rod for you still. 

Dan. No wife, and I care not. 

Widow L, I'll swinge yoa into better manners, yoa 
booby. IBeats him aff^ and exit. 

Char, Yoa have consummated our project upon him. 

Lucy. Nay, if I have a limb of the fortune, I care 
ml who has. the whole body of the fool. 
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Char. That yoa shall, and a larg« one, I promise ycra. 

Lucy, Hove you lieard the news? They talk of an 
Enrlisb ship in the river. 

Char, I have heard ou't; and am preparing to reoeiye 
it as fa^t as I can. 

Luey, There's something the matter too with tbe 
slaves, some disturbance or other; I don't know what 
it is. 

^ Char. So much the better still : we fish in troobied 
waters: we shall have fewer eyes npon as. Pray go 
yon home, and be ready to assist me in your part of 
tbe design. 

Lucy. 1 can't fail in mine. [Exit, 

Char. The widow has farnish'd me, I thank her, to 
earrv it on. Now j have got a wife, 'tis high time to 
think of getting a hnsband. 1 carry my fortune about 
me — a thousand pounds in gold and jewels. Let me 
see—'twill be a considerable trust : and 1 think I shall 
lay it out to advantage. 

Enter Stanhore. 

Stan, So, Weldon, Jack has told me his saccess; and 
his hopes of marryinir the widow by your means; 

Char. I have strain'd a point, Slanmore, upon your 
aooouflt, to be serviceable to your family. 

Stan. I take it upon my account ; and am very much 
obliged to you. But here we are all in an uproar. 

Char. So they say. What's the matter ? 

Stan, A mutiny among tbe slaves. Oroonoko is at the 
head of 'era. Our governor is gone out with his rascally 
militia against 'em. What it may come to nobody knows. 

Char. For my part, 1 shall do as well as the rest : 
but I'm concerned for my sister and cousin, whom I 
expect in the ship from England. 

Stan. There's no danger of 'em. 

Char. I have a thousand pounds here, in gold and 
jewels, for my cousin's use, that I would more parti- 
oolarLy take care of: 'tis too rreat a eum to Yenture at 
home ; and 1 would not bav^ ner wrong'd of it; Iher^ 
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fore,~to secure it, I think mj best way will be to pat it 
iuto yoor own keeping. 

Stan, You bave a very, ^tfood opinion of my honesty. 
ITakes the Purte and Casket, 

Char. I hare indeed. If anjr thifig shoald happen to 
me in this bustle, as nobody is seonro of accidents, I 
know yon will take my coosm into your protection and 
care. Pray see her married as soon as yoa can. 

Stan, If she be as handsome as her pictare, I can 
promise her a husband. 

Char. If you like her when yon see her, I wish nothing 
so much as to have yon marry her yourself; for I always 
thought you worth making a friend. 

Stan. You shan't find your good opinion thrown 
away upon me : I am in yoor debt, and shall think so 
as long as I Mve. lExeunt, 

SCENE II. The Country. 
Enter on one side of the Stage Oroonoko, Aboan» 

and Slaves; Imoinda with a Bow and Quiver; 

the Womenf some teading, others carrying their ChUr 

dren upon their Backs. 

Oroo. The women with their children fall behind. 
Imoinda, yoa must not expose yourself. 
Retire, my love : t almost fear for yoa. 

Imo, 1 fear no danger } life, or (featb, t will 
Enjoy with yoa. 

Oroo. My person is your guard. 

Aboan. Now, sir, blame yourself: if you had not 
prevented my cutting his throat, that coward there had 
not discovered us. He comes now to upbraid jou. 

Enter, on the other Side, Li^utkmant-Governob, 
talking to Hotman, toith his Rabble. 

Lieut. This is the very thing I would bave wish'd. 
Your honest service to the government ITo Hotman. 
Shall be rewarded with ^oor liberty. 

Aboan His honest service ! eall it what it is. 
His villanj, the service of his fear. 
If he pretends to honest services. 
Let him stand out, and meet me like a loan. lAdvances. 
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Oroo. Hold, yoQ : ftad you who come against as,bold : 
I cbar|p you in a general good to all ; 
And wish I could connnand yon, to prevent 
The bloody havoc of the mnrdVing sword. 
I would not urge destruction nncompelPd : 
But if you follow fate, you find it here. 
The bounds are set, the limits of our lives : 
Between us lies the gaping gulf of death. 
To swallow all. Who first advances dies. 

Enter Captain Driver, with his Crew* 

Capt, D. Here, here, here they are, governor. 
What, sieze upon my ship ! 

Come, boys, fall on 

{Advancing first, Oroonoko kiUs him, 

Oroo» iThou art fall'n iudeed -, 
Thy own blood be upon thee. 

Lieut. Rest it there; 
He did deserve his death. Take him awav. 

[The Body is removed, 
Yoo see, sir, yoa and those mistaken men 
Must be our witnesses, we do not come 
As enemies, and thirsting for your blood. 
If we desir'd your rniu, the revenge 
Of our companion's death had pusTrd it on. 
But that ^e overlook, in a regard 
To common safety and the public good. 

Oroo, Regard that public good ; draw off your men, 
And leave us to our fortune : we're resoiv'd. 

Lieut. Resolv'd! on what? your resolutions 
Are broken, overturn'd, preveiiled, lost : 
You see our numbers could with ease compel 
What we request: and what do we request? 
Only to save yourselves. 

IThe Women with their Children gather about 
the Men. 

Oroo. I'll hear no more. 

Lieut, To those poor wretches, who have been sedoc'd 
And led away ; to all, and ev'ry one, 
We ofier a full pardon 
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Oroo. Then fall OB. [Preparing to engage. 

Lieut. Lay hold upon't, before it be too late : 
Pardon and luercj. 

[The Women clinging about the Jtfen, they leave 
OroonokOf and J'aU upon their Faces, crying 
out for Pardon. 

Slaves, Pardon, mercTf pardon. 

Orqo. Let them go all. Now, gorernor, I see, 
I own the folly of my enterpriie, 
The rashness of this action, and roi^st blush, 
Ooite throuiph this veil of ni|(ht, a whitely shame, 
To think I could desijpn to make those free, 
Who were by nature slaves ; wretches desi)|^n'd 
To be their masters' dogs, and lick their feet. 
I would not live on the same earth with creatures. 
That only have the faces of their kind. 
Why should they look like men, who are not so, 
When they put off their noble natures, for 
The jprov'uing qualities of downcast beasts P 
We were too few before for victory. 
We're still enow to die. [To Imoinda and Aboan, 

Enter Blansfobs. 
Lieut. Live, royal sir : 
Live, and be bap|>y long on your own terms; 
Only consent to yield, and yon shall have 
What terms you can |>ropose for vou and yours. 
Oroo. Consent lu yield ! shall I betray myself? 

[BUmdford comes forward. 
Bland. I'm glad yoo have proceeded by fair means. 
[To Lieutenant-Governor, 
I came to be a mediator. 
Lieut. IVy what yoo can to work upon him. 
Oroo. Are you come against me too?' 
Bland. Is this to come against ^ou ? 

[Offering hu Suwrd to Oroonqko. 
Unarm'd to put myself into your hands? 
I come, I hope, to serve yon. 
Oroo. Yon have servM me ; 
I thank you for't: and I am pleas'd to think 
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Yon were my friend while I had need of one: 
Bal DOW 'tis pasl; IhU farewelli and be ^one. 

fjjmbrace» him. 
Bkmd. U is not past, and I must serve you still. 

Oroo, 1 know what 1 faaire done, and I should be 
A child to think they ever can forgive. 
Forgive ! were there but that, I would not live 
To be forgiven : is there a power on earthy 
That I can ever need forgiveness fromP 

Bland. You sha'not need it. 

Oroo. No, I wo'not need it. 

Btund. You see he offers you your own conditions. 
For yon and yours. 

Oroo. Must 1 capitulate? 
PreQarioosly compound, on stinted termSy 
To save my life ? 

Bland, Sir, he imposes none. 
You make 'em for your own security. 

Lieut. He will rely on what^oo say to him. [To Bkmd. 
Offer him what you can ; I will confirm 
And make ail good. Be voo m^ pledge of trust. 

Bland. I'll answer with my life for all he says. 

Lieut. Ay, do, and |3Ay the forfeit if you please. lAtide. 

Bland. Consider, sir, can you consent to tiirow 
That blessing from, you, yon so hardly fouad^ 
And so much valn'd onoe? 

Oroo. Imoinda! oh! 
Tis she that holds me on this ar^ment 
Of tedious life ! I could resolve it soon. 
Were this curs'd being only in debate. 
But my Imoinda struggles m my soul ; 
She makes a coward of me, I confess; 
1 am afraid to part with her in death ; 
And more afraid of life to lose her here. 

Bland. This way you most lose her. Think upon 
The weakness of her sex, made yet more weak 
. With her condition, requiring rest, 
And soft indulging ease, to nurse your hope, 
And make you a glad father. 

Oroo. There 1 feel 
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A f&lher's fondnew, and a husband'* lore. 
They seise upon mj heart, strain all its strings. 
To pull me to 'em from mj stern resolve. 
Husband and father ! all the mellinn; art 
Of eloquence lives in those soft'ning names. 
Methinks I see the babe, with infant liands^ 
Pleading for life, and begging to be born. 
SluiU I forbid its birth, »)nj him lights 
The heav'nl V comforts of all-cfaeeriiM^ light, 
And make the womb the dungeon or his deaths 
His bleeding mother his sad monument f 
These are the calls of nature^ that call loud ; 
They will be heard, and conquer in their cause : 
He must not be a man who can resist 'em. 
No, my Imoinda! I will venture ail 
To save thee and that little innocent. 
The world may be a better friend to hiiB 
Than I have found it. Now I yield myself: 

[Gives up hu Sword. 
The conflict's past, and we are in your hands. 

[Several Men get about Oroonoko and Ahoan^ 
and seize them. 

Lieut. So TOQ shall find yon are. Dispose of them 
as I commanded yoo. 

Bland, Good heav'n forbid ! you cannot mean— — 

Lieut. This is not your concern. 

[To Blandford, who goes to Oroonoko. 
I mast take care of you. [Tolntoinda. 

Imo, I'm at tlie end 
Of all ray care : here will I die with him. 

[Holding Oroonoko. 

Oroo, You shall not force her from roe. [Holds her. 

Lieut. Then I most [They force her from him. 

Try other means, and conquer force by force: 
Break, out off his bold, bring her away. 

Imo. I do not ask to live, kill me but here. 

Oroo, O, bloody dugs ! inhuman murderers ! 

[Imoinda is forced ou% at one Door by the Lieutenant' 
Governor and others ; Oroonoko and Aboan hurried 
9Ut at another. Exeunt. 
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SCENE I. 

Enter Stanmore, Charlotte Weldon, and Luct. 

Char. If I should ooosent to the fine things toq can 
say to me, how would joa look at last, to find *eat 
thrown away on an old acquaintance? 

Stan. An old acquaintance! 

C/iar. Lord, bow easily are yon men to be imi>o8*d 
upon! I am no cousin newly arriv'd from Englaoa, not 
I : but the very Weldon you wot of. 

Stan. Weldon! 

Char. Not morder'd, nor made away, as my sister 
would haye you believe; but am, in very gro6d heailh, 
▼our old friend in breeches that was, and now your 
bumble seryant in petticoats. 

Stan, I am glad we have yon again. But what ser^ 
▼ice can you do me in pettiooats prayf 

Char. Can't yon tell what? 

Stan, Not I^ by m^ troth. I hare found my friend 
and lost my mistress, it seems; which 1 did not expect 
from your petticoats. 

Char, Come, oomci you have had a friend of your 
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mistress long enoogh; 'tis high tioM now to have a 
austrass of joar friend. 

Stan, What do joo sayf 

Ckar, I am a woman, ur. 

Stan. A woman ? 

Char, As arrant a woman as yoa would haye had ma 
bat now, I assure you. 

Stan, And at my serrioe? 

Char, If yon have any for me in petticoats. 

Stan, Yes, yes, I shall find yon employment. 

Char,^ I need not tell ^on I made that little plot, and 
carried it on only for this opporlanity. I was resolved 
to see whether yon liked me as a woman, or oot : if I 
had found yon indifferent, I would have endeavoured to 
have been se too: but yon say you like me, and there- 
fore I have ventured to discover the troth. 

Stan, like yon 1 I like yon So well, that I am afraid 
yon won't think marriage a proof on*t: shall 1 give 
you any other .^ 

Char. No, no, Vm inclined to believe vou, and that 
- shall oonvinoe me. At more leisure I'll satisfy yon 
how I oame to be in man's clothes ; for no ill, I assure 
yon, though I have happened to play the rogue in 'em. 
They have assisted me in marrying my sister, and have 
gone a great way in befriending your cousin Jaok with 
the widow. Can yon forgive me for pimping for your 
family ? 

£nter Jack Stanmore. 

^tttit. So, Jack, what news with yon.^ • 

Jack iS. I cm the forepart of the widow you know ; 
she's coming after with the body of the family, iho 
young squire in her hand, my son-in-law that is to be, 
witli the lielp of Mr. Weldon. 

Char. Say yon so, sir f [Claps Jack S. upon the Back, 

Enter Widow Lackitt and her Son Daniel. 
Widow L. So, Mrs. Lacy, I have brought him about 
again; I have chastis'd him. .Will yon ever rebel 
again? will you, sirrah? But come, come, down on 
your marrow-bones, and ask her forgiveness. [^Dani/d 
kneels] Say after me, Pray forsooth, wife. 
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Pan. Praj forsooth, wife. 

Lucy. Well, well, tliis is a day of good oatare, and 
so I take jou into favoar: but first take the oath of 
allejpaoce. [He kisses her Hand, and rises] If erer joa 
do so again 

Dan* Nay, marry if I do, I shall have the worst oa't. 

Lucy. Here's a stranger forsooth, would be glad to 
be known to you, a sister of niine; pray salute her. 

[Starts at Charhtte, 

Widow L. Your sister, Mrs. Lucy ! What do yoo 
mean P This is your brother, Mr. Weldon. Do yon 
think 1 do not know Mr. Weldon? 

Lucy. Have a care what yoo say : this gentleman** 
about marrying her: you may spoil all. 

Widow L. Fiddle-faddle; what I you would pat a 
trick upon me. 

Char, No, fisith, widow, the trick is over; it has 
taken suffioieutly ; and now \ will teach you the trick, 
to prevent your being cheated another time. 

Wid4nv L. How! cheated, Mr. Weldon? 

Char. Why ay, you will always lake things by the 
wrong handle : jf see you will have me Mr. Weldon : I 
grant you 1 was Mr. Weldon a little while, to please 
^-oa or so ; bat Mr. Stanmore here has persuaded me 
into a woman again. 

Widow L. A woman! pray let me speak with yoa. 
[Draws her aside"] You are not in earnest, 1 hope, a 
woman ? 

Char. Really a woman. 

Widow L. 'Gads ray life! I could not be cheated in 
every thing. I know a man from a woman at these 
years, or the devil is in't. Pray did not you marry me? 

Char. You would have it so. 

Widow L, And did not 1 give yoo a thousand pounds 
this morning? 

Char. Yes, indeed, 'twas more than I deserv'd : but 
you had your pennyworth for your penny, 1 suppose: 
you seem*d to be pleas'd with vour bargain. 

Widow L, A rare bargain 1 have made on't truly! I 
have laid oat my money to a One purpose opou a woman. 
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Char. Yon would have a faasbaod, and I proTided 
for yoQ as well as I oould. 

Widow L. Yes, jes, jou have provided for me. 

Char. And jon have paid me very well for'l; I thank 
yoo. 

Widow L. 'Tis very well : I may be with child too, 
for aught I know, and may go look for the father. 

Char. Nay, if you think so, 'tis time to look about 
yoo indeed. For my part, Mrs. Lackilt, your thousand 
pHounds will enj^ge me not to laugh at you. Then my 
sister is married to junr son ; he is to have half your 
estate, I know ; and indeed they may live upon it very 
comfortably to themselves, and very creditably to you. 

Widow L. Nay, 1 can blame nobody bat myself. 

Char. Yoo have enough for a husband still, and that 
you may bestow upon honest Jack Stanmore. 

Widow L. Is tie the man then? 

Char. He is the man ^ou are oblig'd to. 

Jack S, Yes, faith, widow, I am the man. 

Widow L. Well, well, 1 see you will have me; even 
marry me, and make an end of the business. 

Stan. Why, that's well said ; now we are all agreed, 
and all well provided for. 

Enter a Servant to Stanmore. 

Serv. Sir, Mr. Blandford desires von to come to him, 
and bring as many of your friends as you can with 
you. 

Stan. I come to him. You shall all ^o along with 
me. Gome, yonng gentleman, marriage is the fashion, 
you see ; yoo most like it now. 

Dan. If I don't, how shall I help myself? 

lM>cy. Nay, you may hang yourself in the noose, if 
you please, but you'll never get out on't with struggling. 

Dan. Gome then, let's e'en jog on in the old road. 
Cuckold, or worse, I must now be contented : 
I'm not the first has marry'd and repented. lExeunt. 

Enter Lieutenant-Governor, Blandford, and 

Plantert. 

Bland. Have yoo po reverence for future fame? 
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No ftwe upon jour aotiong, from the tongOM, 
The oens'ring tongues, of men, that will be free? 

Be-enter Stanmore, Jack Stanmobx, Charlotte 
Weldon, Lucy, Widow LACKiTT,<mc{ Daniel, 
So, Stanmore, yon, I know, the women too. 
Will join with me: 'tis Oroonoko'a canae, 
A lover's oanse, a wretched woman's cause, 
That will beoorae voor intercession. [To the Women. 

Stoa, So far from further wrong, that 'tis a shame 
He should be where be is. Good governor. 
Order his liberty : lie yielded up 
Himself, his all, at your discretion. ' 

Bland. Discretion! no; he yielded on your word; 
And I am made the cautionary pled^. 
The gage and hosta^ of your keeping it. 
Remember, sir, he yielded on your word ; 
Your word ; which honest men will think should be 
The last resort of truth and trust on eartb : 
There's no appeal beyond it but to heay'n. 

Stan. He's out of all power of doing any harm now, 
U he were disposed to it. 

Char. But he is not disposed to it. 

Bland. To keep him where he is, will make him soon 
Find out some desp'rate way to liberty: . 
He'll hang himself, or dash out his mad braintf. 

Char, Pray try him by gentle means: we'll all ba 
sureties for him. 

Omnei. All, all. 

Lucy. We will all answer for him now. 

Lieut. Well, ^ou will have it so; do what yon please, 
just what you will with him j I give you leave. [£xtt. 

Bland, We thank you, sir; this way^ pray oome 
with me. [Exeunt. 

SCENE n. 
The Curtain riting, discoven Oroonoko upon hit 

Back, his Legt and Arms stretched out, and chained 

to the Ground, Enter Blanofobo, Stavmori, 

4^c. 

BUmdt O Biiserable sight! help, ev'17 oBe^ . 
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Assist me all lo fre« him from his chains. 

[They help him up and bring himfinoard, 
lookmg down. 
Most injar'd |iriooe! l|ow shall we clear oorselves? 

Orpo. If 500 weald ^have me tbiok yoa are not all 
Confederates, .all acoessarjr to 
The base iniastice of jour governor; 
If jou would have, me live» as you ap|»ear 
Conoem*d for me; if you would have me live 
To thank and bless you, there is yet a way 
To tie me ever to your honest love ; 
Bring my Imoinda to me ; g[ive me her, 
To charm my sorrows, and, if possible, 
I'll sit down with my wrongs, never to rise 
Against my fate, or think of vengeance more. 

Bland. Be satisfy'd, you may depend upon us. 
We'll bring her safe to you, and suddenly. 

Char. We will not leave yon in so good a work. 

Widow L. No, no, weMl go with you. 

Bland, In the mean time* 
JSndeavour to forget, sir, and forgive; 
And hope a better fortune. [Exeunt all but Orocnoko. 

Oroo. For^tl forgive! I must indeed forget 
When I forgive : but while 1 am a man, 
In flesh, that bears the living marks of shame, 
The print of his dishonourable chains, 
My memory still rousing up my wrongs, 
I never can forgive tbia governor. 
This villain ; the disp^oe of trust and place. 
And just contempt of delegated powV. 
What shall I doi If I declare myself, 
1 know him, he will sneak behind his guard 
Of followers, and brave me in his fears. 
Else, lion-like, with mv devouring rage, 
1 would rush on him, /asten on his throat, 
Tear a wide passage to bis treaoh'rous lieart, 
And that way lay him o^n to the world. [Pi 

If I should torn his Chnstian arU on him. 
Promise him, speak him fair, flatter, and creep 
With fiiwoiDg stepky to get within his iaiUi, 
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I ooold betray him then, as' lie faas me. 

But am 1 sure by that to right mysetf? 

Lying's a certain mark of oowardioe : 

And, wbeh the tongue foreets its honesty, • 

The heart and hand may drob their functions too. 

And nothing worthy be resofir'd or done. 

Let me but find out 

An honest remedy, I have the hand, 

A mioist'ring hand, that will apply it home. [Eortf. 

SCENE III. The Lieutenant-Governor's House, 
£nter Lieutenant-Governor. 
Lieut, I would not have her tell roe she consents; 
In &vour of the sex's modraty. 

Enter Bl A NDFORP, Stanmore, Jack Stanmore* 
Daniel, Charlotte Weldon, and Lucy. 
WhafH the matter? 

Ckar. Nay, nothing extraordinary. But one good 
action draws on another. You have given the prince 
his freedom: now we come .a begging for his wife: 
you won't refuse us. • 

Lieut. Refuse you ? No, no, what have I to do to 
refuKC you f I send her to him ! Yon do very well ; 'tis 
kindly done of yon ; ev'n carry her to him, with all 
my heart. 
. Lucy. Yon most tell ns where she is. 

Lieut. I tell you ! why, don't you know? 

Bland. Your servant says she's in the house. 

Lieut. No, no, I brought her home at first indeed ; 
bnt I thought it would not look well to keep her here ; 
I remov'd her in the hurry only to take oare of her. 
What! she belongs to you : I have nothing to do with 
her. 

Char. But where is she now, «ir ? 

Lieut, Why, fiutfa, I can't say ^sertainly : you'll bear 
of her at Parham-house, I suppose: there or there- 
abonts : I think 1 sent her tbere. 

^land. I'll have an eye on bim. 

[Aside, JCxeunt all but Ueutenant'Governor, 
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Lieut. I have lied myself into a little time, 
And roust employ it: they'll be here again ; 
Bot I must be before 'em. 

[Going outf he meets Imaindaf and Htte^her, 
Are yoa come^ 

I'll court no longer for a happiness 
That is in my own keeping : yon may still 
Refose to grant, so I have power to take. 
The man that asks deserves to foe deny'd. 

[She disengages one Hand, and draws his Sword from 
his Side upon him; Governor starts and retires. 
BUmd^ord enters behind him, 
Imo. He does indeed, that asks ouworlhily. 
Bland, You hear her, sir, that asks nnworthilj. 
Lieut. You are no judge. 
Bland, I am of my own slave. 
Lieut. Be gone, and leave us. 
Bland. When you let her gm. 
Lieut, To fasten upon yoa. 
Bland. I mnst defend myself. 
[Imoinda retreats towards the Door, favoured by 
Blandfbrd; when they are closed, she throws down 
the Sword and runs out. Governor takes up his 
Sword, theyjight; dose, and fall, Blandford upon 
him. Servants enter and part them, 
Lieut. She shan't escape roe so; I've gone too hr, 
Not to go further. Curse on roy delay : 
But yet she is, and shall be in my power. 

Bland. Nay, then it is the war of honesty; 
I know yotty and will save yon from yourself. [Exeunt, 

SCENE IV. 

Enter Oroonoko. 
Oroo. To honour bound! and yet a slave to love ! 
I am distracted by their rival powers. 
And both will be obey'd. O great revenge ! 
Thon raiser and restorer of fall'n fame ! 
Let me not be unworthy of thy aid. 
For flopping in thy oonrse. 1 still am thine; 
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Bat oMi't (orgei I am Imoinda's too. 

She Galls me from mj wrongs to reaone bor. 

No man condemn me, who has nerer felt 

A woman's power, or tr/d the foroe of love;* 

To ron his glorioas race of light anew, 

And carrj on the world. Love, love will bo 

My first ambition, and my fame the next. 

Enter Abo4n» hloody. 
My eyes are tarn'd against me, and oombino 
Vvitb my sworn enemies, to repreaent 
This spectacle of horror. Aboan! 

Aboan, 1 baire no name 
Tliat oao dislingnish me from the vile earth. 
To which I'm going: a poor abjeot worm. 
That orawl'd awhile upon the bustling world, ^ 

And now am trampled to my dost again. 

Oroo. I see thee gash'd and oiangled 1 

Aboan. Spare my shame. 
To fell how they have us'd me, but boliert 
llie hangman's hand would have been merdiiil. 
Do not you scorn me, sir, to think I oau 
Intend to live under this infamy? 
I do not come for pity, to compltin» 
I've spent an hooourable life with yoc ; 
The earliest servant of yoor rising hne, 
And would attend it with my latest care: 
My lite was yoors, and so sball be my death. 
You must not live, 

Bending and sinking, I have dragged my steps 
Thus far, to tell you that yon cannot live: 
To warn you of those ignominioos wrongs. 
Whips, rods, and all the instruments of death 
Which 1 have felt, and are prepar'd for yon. 
This was the duty that I had to pay. 
'TIS done, and now I beg to be aisoharg'd. 

Oroo. What shall I do for thee? 

Aboan, My body tires. 
And wo'not bear me off to liberty : 
1 shall again bo taken, made a slave. 
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A sword, a dagger, yet would resooe me. 
I hare not strength to go and find oat death, 
Yoa mast direct him to me. 

Oroo. Here he is, [Gwet him a Dagger, 

The only present I can make thee now : 
And, next the honoorable means of life, 
I would bestow the honest means of death. 

Aboan. 1 cannot stay to thank you. If there is 
A being afler this, I smll be yours 
In the next world, your faithful slave aj^n. 
This is to try. [Stahi hitOKlf] I had a living sense 
Of all ypur royal favours, but this last 
Strikes through my heart. I wo'not say farewell, 
For yon must follow me. \^Din» 

Oroo, In life and death. 
The guardian of my honoor! Follow thee! 
I should have gone before thee : then perhaps 
Thy fiite had Men prevented. All his care 
Was to preserve me from the barbarous rage 
That worry'd him, only for being mine. 
Why, why, ye gods! why am I so accursM, 
That it must be a reason of your wrath, 
A guilt, a crime sufficient to the fate 
or an^ one, but to belong to me? 
My friend has found it out, and my wife will soon : 
My wife! the very fear's too much for life. 
I can't support it Where's Imoinda! Oh ! 

[Going out, he meeti Imoinda, who ruminto hit Arm$. 
Thou bosom softness! Down of all my cares! 
I oould recline my thoughts upon this breast 
To a forgetfulness of allmy sriefs. 
And yet DC happy : but it wo'not be. 
Thou art disorder'd, pale, and out of breath ! 
If fate pursues thee. And a shelter here. 
What is it thou wouldst tell me i 

IfM, 'Tis in vain to call him villain. 

Oroo, Call him governor : is it not so? 

Imo, There's not another sure. 

Oroo, Villain's the common name of mankind here. 
But bis most properly. What ! what of Itim ? 
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I fear to be Fe8olv*d, aad mast ioqaire. 
He had thee in his power. 

Ifno. I blush to think it. " 

Oroo. Binsb! to think what? 

Imo, That I was in his power. 

Oroo. He coold not use it? 

Imo. What canU «uoh men do? 

Oroo. Bat did he? durst be? 

Imo. What he oonid he dar'd. fnone, 

Oroo. His own g^ods damn him then ! For ours hav« 
No punishment for such unheard of crime. 

Imo, I'his monster, conning in his flatteries. 
When he had wear^'d aii his useless arts, 
Leap'd out, fleroe as a beast of prej, to seiie me. 
I trembled, fear'd. 

Oroo. 1 fear and tremble now. 
What could preserve thee? What deliver thee? 

Imo, That worthy man, you us'd to call your triend — 

Oroo. Blandford?^ 

Imo. Came in, and sav'd me from his nm^. 

Oroo. He was a friend indeed, to rescue thee ! 
And, for bis sake, I'll think it possible 
A Christian may be yet an honest man. 

Imo. O did yon know what I have struggled Ihroagb, 
To save me yours, sure <you would promise me 
Never to see me ibro*d from you anin. 

Oroo, To promise thee! O! do 1 need to promise? 
But tliere is now no further use of words. 
Death is security for all our fears. 

[Shows Abom*t Body on the Floor. 
And yet I cannot irust him. 

hno. Aboan! 

Oroo. Mangled and torn, resolved to give me time 
To fit myself for what I must expect, 
Groan'd out a warning to me, and expir'd. 

Imo. For what you must expect ? 

Oroo. Would that were all ! 

Imo, What, to be biitoher'd thus 

Oroo. Just as thou seesL 

Imo. By barb'roos hands to fall at lact their prey? 
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Oroo, I have run Uie race with hoooar, sbaU I now 
Lag, and be overtaken at the ffoalf* 

Imo. No. * 

Ortfo. I must look back to thee. [Tenderly. 

Imo. You gha'not need. 
I am always present to your purpose, gaj. 
Which waj would you ditipose me.^ 
This damr will instruct you. [Gioes it him. 

Oroo. Ha! thisdagg^er! 
Like fate, it points ine to the horrid deed. 

Jmo. Strike, strike it home, and bravely save us both. 
There is no other satiety. 

Oroo. It must be 

But first a dying kiss [Kis»et her. 

This last embrace lEmbraces her. 

And now 

Imo. Vm ready. 

Oroo. O, where shall I strike ? 
Is there the smallest grain of that lov'd body 
That is not dearer to me than my eyes. 
My bosoffl'd heart, and all the life blood there? 
Bid me cut off these limbs, hew off these hands, 
Dig out these eyes, though 1 would keep them last 
To gaze upon thee : but to murder theel 
The joy, and charm of evVy ravish'd sense, 
My wife! forbid it, nature. 

Imo. Tis your wife. 
Who on her knees conjures you. O ! in time. 
Prevent those mischiefs that are (alliog on us. 
You may be burrv'd to a shameful death. 
And 1 too dragg'd to the vile governor; 
Then I may cry aloud. When ^ou are gono. 
Where shall I find a friend again to save me ? 

Oroo. It will be so. Thoo uiiexampled virtue! 
Thy resolution has recovered miue : 
And now prepare thee. 

Imo. Thus, with open arma, 
I welcome you and death. [He drops the Dagger at he 
looks ON her, and throws himself on the Ground, 
Oi-oo, I cannot bear it. 
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O let me dash acunrt the rook of fate, 
Dig up this eartu, and tear her bowels out, 
To make a grare, deep as the centre down, 
To swallow wide and bory os togetlier ! 
It wo'not be» O ! then some pityinf^ god 
(If there be one a friend to innocenoe) 
Find yet a waj to lay her beauties down 
Gently in death, and save me fVom her blood. 

Imo. O rise, 'tis more than death to see yon thus. 

V\\ ease your love, and do the deed myself 

[She taket up the Dagger, he rues in haste to tukc 
it from her. 

Oroo. O! hold, I charge thee, hold* 

Imo, Though 1 must own 
It would be nobler for os both from yon. 

Oroo. O ! for a whirlwind's wing to hurry M 
To yonder cliff, which frowns upon the flood ; 
That in embraces lock'd we might plunge in, - 
And perish thus in one anoUier's arms. 

Imo, Alas! what shoot is that f 

Oroo. I see 'em coming. 
They sha*not overtake as. This last kiss. 
And now farewell. 

Imo. Farewell, fkrewell for ever. 

Oroo. I'll turn my fiice away, and do it so« 
Now, are you ready ? 

Imo. Now. But-do not grudse me 
The pleasnre, in my death, of a fast took ; 
Prav look upon me. — Now I'm satisfied* 

Oroo. So fate most be by this. 

[Going to Stab her, he tt&p$ short; she lays her 
■ Hand on hisy tit order to give the Biewk 

Imo. Na;^, then 1 most assist you. 
And, since it is the common cause of both, 
T'u just that both should be employ'd in it. 
Thus, thus 'tis fioish'd, and I bless m v &te, [Stabs herse^. 
That, whcire I liv'd, I die in these lov'd arms. {Dies. 

Oroo. She's gone. And now all's at an end with me* 
Soft, lay ber down : O we will part no more. 

(ThrwM himse^ 6jf fcer. 
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. Bal let me pay the tribute of inj grief, 
A few sad tears to tbjr lof 'd memory. 
And then 1 follow—- [Shouts. Weeps over her. 

But I staj too long. [A Noise again. 

The noise comes nearer. Hold, before 1 go, 
There's something would be done. It sbidl be so. 
And then, Imoinda, I'll come all to thee. [Rises, 

Enter Blanoporo and his Party, before the Lieute- 

NANT*Gov£BNOR Olid hts Party. Swords draum on 

both Sides. 

Lieut. Yon strive in vain to save him, he shall die. 

Biand. Not while we can defend him with our lives. 

Lieut. Where is hef 

Oroo. Here is the wretch whom you would have* 
Put up jour swords, and let not civil broils 
Bngage you in the cursed cause of one 
Who cannot live, and now entreats to die. 
This object wMl convince you. 

Bland. Tis his wife. [Thev gather about the Body. 
Alas, there was no other remecfy. 

Lieut. Who did the bloody deed ? - 

Oroo. The deed was mine : 
Bloody I know it is, and I expect 
Voor laws should tell me so. Thus, self-condemn'd, 
I do resien myself into your hands, 

The hands of justice But I hold the sword 

For yon and for myself. 

[Stabs the (xovemor and himself, then throws 
himself by Imoinda*s Body. 

Oroo. Tis as it shoulo be now, 1 have sent his ghost 
To be a witness of that happiness 
In the next world, which he deuy'd us here. [Dies. 

BUmd, I hope there is a place of happiness 
In the next world for such exalted virtue. 
Pagan or unbeliever, yet he liv'd 
To all he knew : and, if be went astray, 
There*s mercy still above to set him right. 
But Christians, guided by the beav'nly ray. 
Have no excuse if they mistake their way. [Exeunt. 



} 



EPILOGUE. 

WRITTEN BY MB. CONORBVB. 
SPOKEN BY MRS. VERBRUGOfiM. 

You see we try all shapes, and shifts, and arts, 
To tempt vour favoars, and rejoin roar hearts. 
We weep and lau^b, join mirth and g:nef torelber« 
Like rain and sunshine mix'd, in April weather. 
Yoor difl'*rent tastes divide our p«)et's cares ; 
One foot the sock, t'other the buskin wears. 
Thus, while he strives to please, he's forc'd to do*t. 
Like Volscius, hip hop, in a sinji^le boot. 
Critics, lie knows, for thi« maj damn his books: 
But he makes feasts for friends, and not for cooks. 

Thoug^h errant knights of lale no favour find. 
Sure ^ou will be to ladies errant kind. 
To follow fame, knight-errants make profession : 
We damsels fl}' to save our reputation : 
So they their valour sliow, we our discretion. 
To lands of monsters and fierce beasts they f^ : ~^ 
We to those islands where rich husbands grow : > 

Though they're no nionsiers, we may make then so. 3 
If they're of Eqglish growth, they'll hear't with patience : 
But save us from a spouse of Oroonoko^s nations : 
Then bless ye stars, you happy London wives, 
Who love at large, each day, ^el keep your lives: 
Nor envy poor Imoinda's doting blindness. 
We thought her husband kill'd her out of kindness. 
Death with a husband ne'er bad shown such charms. 
Had she once died witliin a lover's arms. 
Her error was from ignorance proceeding ; 
Poor Boul! she wauled some otour town-breeding. 
For^ve this Indian fondness of her spouse; "^ 

Their law no Christian liberty allows : > 

Alas ! the^ make a conscience of their vows ! j 

If virtue in a heathen be a fault ; 
Then damn the heathen school where she was taught. 
She might have learn'd to cuckold, jilt, and sham. 
Had Coven 2>-garden been in Surinam. 
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THE ORPHAN. 

This tranedy was produced at Drary Lane The^ 
atre in the year 1680. The plot, though taken 
from an old novel, is said to be founded on iact; 
yet, with numberless beauties, it exhibits as much 
inconsistency as if it were the wildest romance. 
It was received with the most enthusiastic admi- 
ration, and during its long possession of the stage, 
that admiration has suffered little, if any, diminu- 
tion. Notwithstanding this just tribute to its 
merits, we do not differ from an arch critic, who 
exclaimed on first seeing this play, " Oh what an 
infinite deal of mischief would a farthing rush- 
light have prevented!*' 

We are indebted to the talents of Miss O'Neil 
for the present revival of Thb Orphan. 



PROLOGUE. 

To jdo, great judges, in this writing age. 

The sons of wit, and patrons of tfae sti^. 

With all those bamble thoagbts, which still have sway'd 

His pride much doabting, trembling and afraid 

Of what is to his want of merit doe, 

And aw'd by every excellence in yon, 

The author sends to beg you will be kind. 

And spare those many &ults you needs must find. 

You, to whom wit a common foe is grown. 

The thing ye scorn and publicly disown. 

Though now, perhaps, yeVe here for other ends. 

He swears to me le ought to be his friends : 

For he ne'er call'a ye yet insipid tools, 

Nor wrote one line to tell ye you were fools; 

But says of wit ye have so large a store. 

So very much you never will have more. 

He ne^r with libel treated yet the town. 

The names of honest men tJedaub'd and shown. 

Nay, never once lampooned the harmless life 

Of suburb virgin, or of city wife. 

Satire's th' effect of poetry^ disease, "^ 

Which, sick of a lewd age, she vents for ease, > 

But now her only strife snoold be to please ; j 

Since of ill fate the baneful cloud's withdrawn, 

And happiness again berins to dawn ; 

Since back with joy and triumph he is come. 

That always drew fears henpe, ne'er brought 'em home. 

Oft has he plough'd the boist'rous ocean o'er, ^ 

Yet ne'er more welcome to the longiQg shore, S- 

Not when he brought home victories before; j 

For then fresh laurels flourish'd on his brow ; 

And he comes crown'd with olive-branches now : 

Beoeive him — oh, receive him as his friends; 

Embrace the blessing which he recommends : 

8uch quiet as your foes shall ne'er destroy; 

Then shake off fears, and clap your hands for joy. 
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ACT THE FIRST. 




SCENE I. A Gaxdfn. 
Enter Castalio* Poltdore, and Page. 

Cos, Polydore, our sport 
Has been to-daj mQch better for the danger : 
When on the brink the foaQing boar I oiet. 
And in bis side thought to have lodg'd m j spear. 
The desperate savage rash'd within nij force, 
And bore me headlong with him down the rook. 

Pol. Bot then 

Cat. Aj, then, my brother, mj friend, Poljdore, 
Like Persons mounted on his winged steed. 
Came on, and down the dangVons precioi^e leap'd 
To save CasUlio.— Twas a godlike act ! 

Pol. But when I cane, I round yon conqueror. 
Oh ! my heart danc'd, to see yonr danger past ! 
The heat and fury of the chase was cold. 
And 1 had nothing in my mind but joy. 

Cos. So, Polydore, methinks, we might in war 
Rush on together; thou shouldst be my guard, 
And 1 be thine. What is't could hurt us then i 
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Now iwlf the yoQth of Barope are in unoM, 
How fuliome most it be to sUj iieliind, 
And die of rank diseases here at home ! 

PoL No, let me parehase in my jooth renown. 
To make me lov'd and valnM when I'm old ; 
I would be basj in the world, and learn. 
Not like a coarse and oeeless doujchill weed, 
Fix'd to one spot, and rot jast as 1 grow. 

Cm. Our father 
Has ta*en himself a snrfeit of the world. 
And cries, it is not safe that we should taste it. 
I own. I have daty very pow'rfol in me : 
And tnough I'd haaard all to raise mv name^ 
Yet he's so tender, and so good a fkther, 
1 ooald not do a thing to cross his will. 

PoL Castalio, I have doobts within my heart. 
Which yon, and only yon, can satisfy. ^ 
Will yon be free and candid to yoor friend ? 

Cos, Have I a thought my Polydore should not know ? 
What can this mean? 

Pol. Nay, I'll conjure yon too, 
By all the strictest bonds of &ithfi]l friendship, 
To show yoor be^rl m naked in this point. 
As TOO would purge you of vonr sins to heav'n. 
And should I Mianoe to tonon it near, jbear it 
With all the su^'hince of a tender friend. 

Cos. As calmly as the woupded patient bears 
The artist's hand, that ministers his core. 

Pol That's kindly said. ^You know oar lather's 

ward. 
The fair Mooimia : — is your heart at ptaoe? 
Is it so guarded, that you could not love her? 

Cat. Suppose I should? 

PoL Suppose you should not, brother? 

Cos. You'd say, I must not 

PoL That would sound too roughly 
'Twixt friends and brothers, as we two are, 

Ca$. Is love a fault? 

PoL In one of us it may be 
What, if i love her? 
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Cof . Then I mast inrorm you 
I lov'd her first, aiicl cannot qait the claim ; 
Bot will preserve the birthright of mj passion. 
PoL Y^in will? ' *^ 

Cos. I will. 

J*ol, No more; I've done. 
Cos, Why not.'' 
PoL I told yon I ^d done. 
Bat yoo, Castalio, woold dispate it. 

C«.No; ^ 

Not with my Polydore: — though I most own 
My nature obstinate, and void of suff'ranoe; 
I ooald not bear a rival in my friendship, 
I am so much in love, and fond of thee. 
PoL Yet yod will break this friendship ! 
Cos, Not for crowns. 

PoL But for a toy yoa would, a woman's toy. 
Unjust Castalio ! 

Cos. Pr'ythee, wbere's my fault? 
PoL Yon love Monimia. 
Cos. Yes. 

PoL And ^ou would Mil me. 
If I'm your rival ? 

Cos, No ; — sure we're such friends, 
So much one man, that our affections too 
Most be united, and the same as w« are. 
PoL I dote upon Monimia. 
Cai. Love her still ; 
Win, and enjoy her. 
PoL Both df OS oanuot 
Cos. No matter 
Whose cfaaooe it prove; but let's not quarrel for U 
PoL You woold not wed Monima, would you? 
Cos. Wed her! , , . . ,- 

^o^were she all desire could wish, as fair 
As would the vainest of her sex be thought, 
With wealth beyond what woman's pnde could waaie. 
She sbonld not cheat me of ray freedom,— Marry ! 
Whan I am old *nd weary of the world, 

iSTuSeTiSfe^^Wj withal. 
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Pol. It is an elder broUier*8 diptj so 
To propafl;ate hU tvaily and oame. 
You woold not have yours die, and buried with ypo ? 

Cos. Mere vanitT, and sillj dotage, all :<-< 
No» let me liye at larjpe, and when I di e '■ 

Pol. Who shall possess th* estate you leave? 

Cat. My friend. 
If he somves me ; if not, my king, 
Who may bestow't again on some brave man. 
Whose honesty and services deserve one. 

Pol. Tis kindly ofer'd. 

Cat. Bv yon heaven, 1 love 
My Polydore beyond all worldly joys ; 
And would not snook his quiet, to be blest 
With greater happiness Uun man e'er tasted, 

Pol. And, by that heaven, eternally I swearj 
To keep the kind Castalio in my heart. 
Whose shall Monimia be? 

Cat. No matter whose. 

Pol. Were you not with her privately last night? 

Cat. I was ; and should have met her here figain. 
The opportunity shall now be thine ; 
But have a care, by friendship 1 conjure thee, 
Tliat no false play be olfer'd to thy brother. 
Urj^e all thy powers to make thy passion prosper; 
But wrong not mine. 

Pol, B^ heaven, 1 will not. 

Cat. Irt prove thy fortune, Polydore, to uonquer 
rPor thou bast all tlie arts of soft persuasion), 
Trust me, and let me know thy love's succew, 
That I may ever after stifle mine. 

PoL Tmmgh she be dearer to my soul than rest ' 
To weary pilgrims, or to misers ^old, 
To great men pow*r, or wealthy cities pride; 
Rather than wrong Castalio, I'd forget her. 

[Ereiwt CdttaUfi and Pobfdm. 

Enter Monimia. 
Mon. Pass'd net GastaJio and Polydore thi» way? 
^^e. Madam, just now. 
Mon. Sure some ill fate'* upon me: 
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Dbtrast And heayinets tit roond my heart* 
And apprehension shockf inj tim'rout sool. 
Why was not I laid in my Deaoefnl Ktevre 
Wiih my poor parenta, ana at rest as they are? 
Instead of that, I'm wand'ring into cares.—^^- 
Castalio! O CasUlio ! tboo hast caoght 
My foolish heart ; and, like a tender child, 
That trusts his plaything to another hand, 
1 fear its harm, and fain woold have it back. , 
Come near, Cordelio; I must chide you, sir. 

Page. Why, madam, have I done you any wrong? 

Mon. I never see you now; you have been kinoer; 
Perhaps I've been ungrateful. Here's money for 
vou. 

Page. Madam, I'd serve yon with my soul. 

Mon. Tell me, C!ordelio (for thou oft hast heard 
Their friendly converse, and their bosom secrets), 
Sometimes, at least, have they nut talk'd of me? 

Page, O madam ! very wickedly they have talk'd ! 
But f am afraid to name it; for, they say. 
Boys roust be wbipp'd, that tell their roastars' leorets. 

Mon. Fear not, Conielio; it sliall ne'er be kaown ; 
For rU preserve the secret as 'twere mine. 
Polydore cannot be so kind as I. 
ril furnish thee with all thy harmless sports, 
With pretty toys, and thou shalt be my page. 

Page, And truly, madam, 1 had rather 1^ so. 
Metbinks you love me better than my lord) 
For he was never half so kind as you are. 
What must I do? 

Mon, loform no how thou'i^ heard 
Castalio and his brother use my name. 

Page. With all the tenderness of love, 
You were the subject of their last discourse. 
At first I thought it would have &tal prov'd ; 
But as the one grew hot, the other cool'd, 
And yielded to the frailty of his friend ; 
At last, after much struggling, 'twas resolv'd 

Mon, What, good Cordelio? 

Page, Not to quarrel for you. 
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MoH, I woald not bare 'em, by my detrest hopes ; 
I woald not be the argument of strira. 
Bat sorely mjr GastaKo won't forsake me. 
And make a mook'ry of my easy love ! 
Went they toffelher? 



Page, Yes, to seek yon, 
Gastalio promb'd PoJydore to bring him, 
Where he alone might meet yon, 
And fairly try the fortone of his wishes. 

Mon. Am I then grown so cheap, jast to be 
A common slake; a prize for lore in jest ? 
Was not Gastalio very loath to yield it? 
Or was it Polydore's anraly passion. 
That heighten'd the debate f 

Page, The (knit was Polydore's. 
Gaslalio play'd with love, and smiling show'd 
The pleasore, not the pangs of his desire. 
He said, no woman's smiles shoold bay his freedom : 
And marriage is a mortifying thing. [Exit. 

Man, Then I am roin'd! if Gastalio's Mse, 
Where is there faith and honoor to be found? 
Ye gods, that guard the innocent, and guide 
The weak, protect and take me to vour care. 
O, bnt I love him ! There's the rock will wreck me! 
Why was I made with all my sex's fondness. 
Yet want the canning to ooucmI its follies? 
I'll see Gastalio, jtax him with his falsehoods. 
Be a tme woman, rail, protest my wrongs; 
Resolve to hate him, and yet love him still. 

Re-enter Gastalio ami Folydore. 
He comes. 

Cat. Madan, my brother begs he may have leave 
To tell yon something that concerns yon nearly.. 
I leave you, as becomes me, and withdraw. 

Man, My lord Gastalio! 

Cat, Madam! 

Mon, Have yon pnrpos'd 
To abase me palpably f What means this usage ? 
Why am I left with Polydore alone ? 
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Cos. He best can tell yoo. Bosineas of importance 
Calls me awaj : 1 most attend my &tlier. 

Mon. Will yon then leave me thos? 

Cos. Ba4 for a moment 

Mon. It has been otherwise: the time has been. 
When business might have stay'd, and I been heard. 

Cat. I conld for ever hear thee ; bat this time 
Matters of snoh odd circumstances press me. 
That I must go. [ExiU 

Mon. Then go, and, if 't be possible, for ever. 
Well, niv lord Polydore, I guess your business. 
And read th' ill-natur'd purpose in your eyes. 

PoL If to desire you more than misers wealth, 
Or dying men an hour of added life; 
If softest wishes, and a heart more true 
Than ever suffered yet for love disdained. 
Speak an ill nature, you accuse me justly. 

Mon. Talk not of love, my lord, I must not hear it. 

PoL Who can behold such beauty, and be silent? 
Desire first taught us words. Man, when created. 
At first alone long wander'd up and down 
Forlorn, and silent as his vassal beasts : 
But when a heav'n-born maid, like you, appeared. 
Strange pleasures fiU'd his eyes and fir^d his heart, 
Unloos'a his tongue, and his first talk was love. 

Mon. The first created pur indeed were bless'd ; 
They were the only objects of each other. 
Therefore he courted her. and her alone ; 
But in this peopled world of beauty, where 
There's roving room, where you mav court, and ruin 
A thousand more, why need you talk to me ^ 

Pol, Oh ! I could talk to thee for ever. Thus 
Eternally admiring, fix, and gaze 
On those dear eyes ; for every glance they send . 
Darts through my soul. 

Mon, How can you labour thus for my undoing ? 
I must confess indeed, I owe yon more 
Than ever I can hope, or think, to pay. 
There always was a friendship 'twixt our fiunilies; 
And therefore when my tender pareints dy'd. 
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WhoM itiiD'd fortonefl too expired with Uieiiiy 
Yoar father's nily and his bounty took — 
A poor and helpless orphan, to bis eai«. 



Yoar father's nity and his bounty took me, 
" poor and helpless orphan, to bis eai«. 
J*oL Twas Heav'n ordain'd it so, to^ make mo happv. 

eiMWk wiftli Ibis MkAviah vir*tttk '»<« o aI>aa» . 



Henoe with this peevish yirtoe, 'tis a cheat; 

And those who taaght it first were hypoorites. 

Come, these soft, tender limbs were made for 5ie]diu«r. 

Mon. Here on my kneea, by heav'u's blest powV^I 
swear. [Kneefa. 

If yon persist, I ne'er hettoefortb wilt see yon. 
Bat rather wander throajj^b tlie world a beji^gar. 
And live on sordid scraps at prood men's dooni; 
For thooj^h to fbrtane lost, IMI still inherit 
My mother's virtues, and my father's honour. 

roL Intolerable vanity! your sex 
Was never in the rigrht! y'are always fiUse, 
Or silly ; ev'n your dresses are not more 
Fantastic than your appetites ; yoq think 
Of nothing twice ; Opinion yoa have none. 
To-day j'are nice, to*morrow not so free ; 
Now smile, then frown; now sorrowful, then glad; 
Now pleas'd, now not : and all, yon know not why ! 

Mon. Indeed, my lord, 
I own my sex's follies; I have 'em all ; 
And, to avoid its fanit, must fly from you. 
Therafbre, believe me, could you raise me hifj^fi 
As most fantastic woman's wish could reach. 
And lay all natnrt)'« riches at my feet ; 
I'd rather run a savage in the woods, 
Amongst brute beasts, grow wrinkled and defona'd. 
So I might still enjoy my honour safe, 
From the destroying wiles of Autiiless nan. {Exit. 

Pol. Who'd be thai sordid thing oaird man ? 
Ml yet possess my love, it shall be so. [f^teimi. 



ACT THK SBCOND. 




SCENE 1. A SalowK, 

Ejiter AcASTo, Castat^io, Polydore, and Atten- 
dants* 

Acat, To-daj has been a day of glorious sport : 
When TOD, Castalio, and yoar brother left me. 
Forth (rom the thickets rash'd another boar» 
So large, he seem'd the tyrant of the woods, 
With all his dreadful bristles rais'd up high, 
Tbey seem'd a groye of spears upon his back ; 
Foaming he came at me, where 1 was posted. 
Best to observe which way he*d lead the ohase. 
Whetting his huge large tusks, and gaping wide. 
As if he already had me for his prey! 
Till brandishing my well-pois'd javelin high. 
With this bold executing arm 1 struck 
lie ngly brindled monster to the heart 

Cos. The actions of your life were always wondrous. 

Acas. No flattery, boy I an honest man can't live bjr'ti 
It is a little sneaking art, which knaves 
ITse to cajole and soften fook withal. 
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if Ihon but flattery in thy natore, oot with*t, 
Or send it to a coort, for there 'twill thrive. 

Cat. Year lordship's wrongs have been 
So great, that yon with justice may ooivplaia ; 
Bat suffer as, whose younger nkiiios ne*er felt 
Fortone's deoeils, to court her, as she's fair: 
Were she a oommon mistress, kind to all, 
Her worth would oease, and half the world grow idle. 
Methiuks I wuald be busy. 

PoL So would I, 
Not loiter oot my life at home, and know 
No further than one prospect gives me leave. 

Acas, Busy your minds then, study arts and men ; 
Learn how to value merit, though in ra^s, 
And scorn a proud, ill-manner'd knave m office. 

Enter Serima. 

Ser, My lord, my fatiier ! 

Acai, Blessings on my child ! 
My little cherub, what hast thou to ask me? 

Ser, I bring you, sir, most glad and welcome news ; 
The younfjp Cbamont, whom you've so often wish'd fer. 
Is just arnv'd, and entering. 

Aau. By my soul. 
And all my honours, he's most dearly welcome; 
Let me receive him like his father's friend. 

Enter Chamont. 
Welcome, thou relict of the best lov'd man! 
Welcome from afl the turmoils, and tlie liacards 
Of certain danger, and uncerlun fortune ! 
Welcome as happy tidings after fears. 
Ck^. Woros would but wrong the gratitude I ow« 
you! 
Should I begin to speak, my soul's so fall. 
That I should talk of nothing else alf day. 

Enter Monxmxa. 
Afon. My brother! 
Cham. O my sister, let me hold thee 
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JLoDff in mj arms. I Ve not beheld Ihy hce 
In^niW ''•'^*^ ^? "'<?*»^ ^'^« often seen tfaee 

Thoagh I remember well I bad bat one : 
And JS! '^'^^JS w «J »»««t that fH-ompts, 

C^arUbip, I see, ha» been yonr praetie;^ loo. 
And may not prove nnweleome io my daudbter. 
And i?*' '" *'»®/;»' i!«»«hter ? the. my heirt told true, 
And I'm at least her brother by adoption ; 
Kor vou have made yourself to me a father. 
And by that patent I have leave to love her. 
w ^Ti ?*«n"i»!»» thoo hast told me men are folse, 
Will flatter, feig^n, and make an art of love : 
Js Cbamont soi* no, sure, he's more than man : 
Sometfaini^ that's near divine, and truth dwells in Mm. 
^CfU' Thua happy, who would envy pompous powV, 
The ioxarj of courts, or wealth of oUies? 
Lot there be joy through ail the house this day! 
In ev'ry room let plenty flow at large ! 
It is the birth-dajT of my royal master ! 
You have not visited the court, Cbamont, 
Since your return ? 

Cham. 1 have no bus'ness there; 
I have not slavish temperance enough 
T* attend a &voarite's heels, and watch his amiles. 
Bear an ill office done me to my face, 
And thank the lord that wrong'd me for his favour. 
Acas, This joa could do. \To hU Sons . 

Cos. I'd aerve my prince. 
Acas. Wlid'd serve him? 
Coi, 1 would, my lord. 
Pol, And I ; botb would. 
Acas. Awaj! 
He needs not any servants such as yon. 
Serve him f he merits more than man can do ! 
He is so gopdg praise cannot speak his wurlli ; 
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So mereifnl, sore be ne*er slept in mnih I 
So JQst, that, were be bat a private man, 
He ooald not do a wrong ! How woold jou serve bin ? 

Ca$. Vd serve him wiUi mj Ibrtane bere at home. 
And serve him with mj person in bis wan : 
Wateb for bim, fif^bt for him, bleed for him. 

PoL Die for him, 
As eyVy trae-bom, loyal snbieot oof^L 

Aieat. Let me embrace je botb ! now, bjr the scab 
.Of mv brave ancestors, I'm truly happy ! 
For this, be ever blest my marriage day! 
Blest be vour mother's memory, that bore yoo ; 
And donoiy blest be that aospioioos hour 
That gave ye birth! 

Enter a Servant. 

Serv. My lord, th' expected guests are just arri v'd. 

Acas. Oo you and give 'em welcome and reception. 
[Exeunt CastaUo and PfAydore. 

Cham. My lord, 1 stand in need of your assistance, 
In soroethiog that concerns my peace and honour. 

Acas. Spoke like the son of tnat brave man 1 lov'd '. 
So freely, friendly, we convers'd tc^ther. 
Wbate'er it be, witb confidence impart it; 
Thou shalt command my fortune and mv sword. 

Vkam. I dare not doubt your friendship, nor your 
justice. 
Your bounty shown to what I hold most dear^ 
My orphan sister, must not be forgotten ! 

Acas. Pr'ythee no more of that, it grates mv nature. 

Cham, When our dear parents dy'd, they dy'd 
together; 
One fate surpris'd 'em, and one grave receiv'd 'em ; 
My father, with bis dying breath, beaueath'd 
Her to my love ; my mother, as she nj 
Languishing by him, oall'd me to her side, 
Took me in her fainting arms, wept, and embrao'd me ; 
Then press'd me close, and, as she observ'd my tears, 
Kiss'd them away ; said she, <* Gbamont, my son. 
By this, and |iU the love 1 ever show'd thee. 
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Be careful of Monimia: watoh Iter Yoath; 

Let not her wants betray ber to disoononr; 

Perhaps kiod heav'n may raise some friend.'' Then 

8igh»d, 
Riss'd me again ; so blessed us, and expired. 
Pardon my grief. 

Acas. It speaks an honest nature. 

Cham, The friend heav'n rais'd was yon ; yoo took 
her np. 
An infant, to tne desert world expos'd, 
And proved another parent. 

Acas. I've not wrong'd hen 

Cham. Far be it from my fears. 

Acas. Then why this argument ? 

Cham. My lord, my nature*s jealous, and you'll bear 
it. 

Acas. Go on. 

Cham. Great spirits bear misfortunes hardly ; 
Good offices claim gratitude; and pride, 
Where pow'r is wanting, will usurp a little, 
And make as (rather than be thought behind hand) 
Pay over price. 

Acas. I cannot guess your drift ; 
Distrust you me ? 

Cham. No, but I fear her weakness 
May make her pay ber debt at any rate : 
And to deal freely with your lordship's goodness, 
I've heard a story lately much disturbs me. 

Acas. Then first chargeher ; and if th' ofienoe be fooud 
Within my reach, though it should touch my nature, 
In my own ofikpring, by the dear remembrance 
Of thy brave father, whom my heart rejoio'd in, 
I'd prosecnte it with severest yengeanoe. ■ rExit 

Cham. I thank you, from my soul. 

Mon. Alas, my brother! What have I done^ 
My heart. quakes in me; in your settled face. 
And clouded brow, roethinlEs 1 see my fate. 
You will not kill me P 

Cham. Pr'ythee, why dost thou talk so ? 

Mon. Look kindly on me then ; i cannot bear 
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8e?eritj ; it dAontM, and does amtae me ; 

Mj heart's so tender, should yon ohar^ me roogb, 

I should but weep, and answer jon with sobbings ; 

Bat Qse me gently, like a loving brothel. 

And search through all the seorets of my soul. 

Ckam. Fear nothing, I will show myself « brother, 
A tender, honest, and a loving brother. 
YonVe not forgot oar fiitherf 
Afon. I never shall. 

Cham. Then yoo^l remember too he was a man 
That liv'd np to the standard of his honoor. 
And priz'd that jewel more than mines of wealth : 
He'd not have done a shamefol thing but onoe : 
Though kept in darkness from the world, and hidden. 
He coold not have for^iv'n it to himself. 
This was the only portion that he left as ; 
And 1 more glory in't than if possess'd 
yOf all that ever fortune threw on fools. 
'Twas a large trost, and most be raanag'd nicely ; 
Now if, by any chance, Monimia, 
Yoo have soird this gem, and taken from its Toloe, 
How will you account with me? 

Mon. I challenge enyy, 
Malice, and all tira practices of bell. 
To censure all the aelions of my past 
jCJnhappy life, and taint me if they can I 

Cham, IMl tell thee, then; three nights ago, as 1 
Jjay rousing in my bed, all darkness round me^ 
A sadden ^mp strnok to my heart, cold sweat 
Dew'd all my race, and trembling seiz'd my limbs : 
My bed shook amier me, the curtains started. 
And to my tortor'd fancy there appear*d 
The form of thee, thos beanteoas as thon art ; 
Thy garments flowing loose, and in each hand 
A wanton lover, who by turns caress'dthee 
~ I of • 



With all the freedom of anboonded pleasore. 
I snatoh'd my sword, and in the Terv moment 
Darted it at the phantom: straight it left me; 
Then rose, and-oaird for lights, when, O dire 
1 found my weapon had the arras pierc'd, 
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Just where that famoas Ule wai ioterwoyeii, 
How the aohM>pj Theban slew bis, father. 

Afoti. And n>r this oaose mj Tirt'ae is saspeoted ! 
Becaose in dreams yoar fancjr has been ridden, 
I most be tortnr'd wakfng^l 

C^m. Have a care; 
Laboar not to be jastify'd too fast: 
Hear all, and then let jostioe hold the scale. . 
What followed was the riddle that confounds me. 
Through a close lane, as I pursn'd mj journey. 
And meditating on the last night's vision, 
I spy'd a wrinkled hag, with age grown double, 
Picking dr^ sticks, and mumbling to herself; 
Her eyes with scalding rheum were eaU'd and red : 
Cold palsy shook her bead, her hands seem'd withered. 
And on her crooked shoulders had she wrapped 
The tatter'd remnant of an old strip'd hanging. 
Which serT'd to keep her carcass from the cold ; 
So there was nothing of a pieoe about her. 
Her lower weeds were all o'er coarsely patoh'd 
With different coloured rags, black, red, white, yellow. 
And seem'd to speak variety of wretchedness. 
I ask'd her of my wa^, which she inform'd me; 
Then crav'd my chanty, and bade me hasten 
To sare a sister! At that word I sUrted! 

Man. The common cheat of beggars ; every day 



They flock about onr doors, pretend to gifU 
Of prophecy, and telling fools their fortunes. 

Cham, Oh I but she told me such a tale, Monimia, 
Aa in it bore great circumstance of truth ; 
Castalio and Polydore, my sister. 

Mon, Ha! 

Cham. What, alter'd.^ does your courage fail you? 
Now, by my &ther's soul, the witch was honest. 
Answer me, if thou hast not lost Ao them 
Thy honour at a sordid game? 

Mon, I will, 
I must, so hardly my misfortune loads me. 
That both have ofTer'd me their love 'a most true. 

Cham, And 'tis as true too they have both undone thee. 
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Mm. Thoagh tbej both with efiroeiit yows 
Have press'd mj heart, if e'er in thoug^ht I jielded 
To any but Gastalio— — 

Cham, l^ot Castalio ! 

Man. Slill will you cross the line of mj discoorse. 
Yes, 1 confess that be has won my SMkl 
By ^nVous love and honourable yows. 
Which he this day appointed to complete. 
And make himself by holy marriage mine. 

Cham, Art then then spotless? hast thoa still pre- 
serve 
Thy virtue white, without a blot, mitainled? 

Mm, When Fm anohaste, may heaveh reject my 
prayers; 
Or more, to make me wretched, may yon know it! 

Cham.. Oh then, Monimia, art thou dearer to me 
Than all the eomforts ever yet blessM man. 
But let. not marriage bait thee to thy rain. 
Trust not a man; we are by nature false, 
Dissembling, subtle, cruel, and unoonstant ; 
When a man talks of love, with cantion trust him ; 
But if he swears, he'll certainly deceive thee. 
I charj^ thee, let no more Oastalio sooth thee ; 
Avoid it, as thou wouldst preserve the peace 
Of a poor brother, to whose soul thon'rt precioua. 

MOH. I will. 

Cham. Appear fts cold, when next yon meet, as great 
ones. 
When merit begs ; then sbalt thou see how soon 
His heart will cool, and all his pains {prow easy. [Exit, 

Mm. Yes, I will try him, torture him severely; 
For, O Casta! io, thou too much hast wrong'd me, 
In leaving roe to Polydore's ill usage. 
He comes! and now, for once, O love, stand neuter. 
Whilst a hard part's perform'd; for 1 must 'tempt. 
Wound bis soft nature, though my heart aches tor't, 

Re-ent^ Cast alio. 
Cos. Monimia, my angel ! twas not kind 
To leave me here alone. 
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He-enter Polydore, with Page, at the Door. 

Pol. Here place yoonelf, and watch my brother tho' 
rooghly ; 
Pass not one ciroomstanoe without remark. ' 

* [Apart to Page^ and exit. 

Com, When thoa art from me, eyerj place is desert, 
And I, methinks, am savage and forlorn: 
Thy presence only 'tis can make me blest, 
Heal my onqnietmind, and tone my sooL 

Man. O the bewitching tongues of fitithless men! 
Tis thos the false hyena makes her moan, 
To draw the pitying traveller to her den : 
Your sex are so, such false dissemblers all ; 
With sighs and plaints y' entice poor women's hearts. 
And all that pity yon are made your pre? . 

Cos. What means my love? Ob, how have 1 deserved 
This language from the sovereign of ray jovs? 
Stop, slop these tearsi Moninria, for they &rl 
Like baneful dew from a distempered sky : 
1 feel 'em chill me to my very heart. 

Man. Oh, you are false, Castalio, most forsworn! 
Attempt no further to delude my faith ; 
My heai;jl is fix^d, and yon shall shak't no more. 

Cat, Who told von soP What hell-bred villain durst 
ProfiuMT the sacred business of my love? 

Man. Your brother, knowing on what terms I'm here, , 
Th' unhappy object of your father's' charity, 
Licentiously diseours'd to me of love, < 
Aqd durst affront me with his brutal passion. 

Col. Tis I have been to blame, and only I ; 
False to my brother, and unjust to thee. 
For, oh! he loves thee too, and this day own'd it, 
Tax'd me with mine, and claim'd a right above me. 

Mon* And was yonr love so very tame to shrink? 
Or, rather than lose him, abltndon me? 

Cat, I, knowing him precipitate and raah^ 
Seem'd to comply with Lis nnmly will ;- 
Lest he in rage might have our loves betray'd, 
And I for ever had Monimia lost. 

Mon, Could you then, did you, can you own it too ? 
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Twas poorlj done, unworthy of younelf ! 
And I can never think yon meant me fidr. 

Cat. Is thin Monimia? Sorely bo! till now 
I ever thought her dove-like, soft, and kind. 
Who trusts his heart with woman *b surely Iciat : 
Yon were made fiur on purpose to undo us. 



While ereedily we snatch th' aiinrinr bait, 
' ad ne'er distrust the poison that it hides. 
Men, When love ill-plae'd, would ind a nuana to 



break 

Coi. It never wants pretenoes or exeose. 

Man, Man therefore was a lordlike oreatiune nMide, 
Rouffh as the winds, and as inoonstaat too : 
A lofty aspect y^ven him for command ; 
Easily soflen'd when be would betray, 
like conqu'ring tyrants, you our breasts invade ; 
But soon you find new conquests out, and leave 
The ravaged province ruinate and waste. 
If so, Casta! io, yon have serv'd my heart, 
I find that desolation's settled there, 
And I sliaU ne'er recover peace again. 

Cos. Who can hear this and bmr an equal mind ? 
Since you will drive me from voo, 1 must go: 
But, O Monimia ! when thou hast banish'd^me, 
No creeping slave, though tractable and dull 
As artful woman fur her ends wonld choose. 
Shall ever dote as i have done. 

Moft. Castalio, stay ! we must not part I find ' 
My rage ebbs out, and love flows in anaee. 
These little quarrels love must needs forgive. 
Oh ! charm me with the music of thy tongue, 
I'm ne'er so blest as when 1 hear ihy vows, 
And listen to the language of thy heart. 

Cos. Where am I? Soraly Paradise is round me! 
Sweets planted by the hand of heaven grow here. 
And every sense is full of Uiy perfisotioo. 
Sore, framing thee^ heaven'took nnasaai care ; 1 

As its own beauty it design'd thee ftir, > 

And formed thee by the best ioWd angel tbere. 3 

[Exeunt, 



ACT THB THIRD. 




SCBNB I. A Garden. 
Enter Poly dors and Pa^e, 

PoL Were Ihey to kind P Express it to me all 
la words ; 'twill make me tbink 1 saw it too. 

Pojge. At first I tkoogfat thej had been mortal foes : , 
Monimia rar'd, Gastalio grew distorb'd : 
Each thought the other wronged ; yet both so haoghtj, 
They scom'd submission, though love all the while 
The rebel play'd, and scaroe ooold be oontaio'd. 

PoL But wbat succeeded ? 

Page. Oh, 'twas wondrous pretty ! 
For of a sudden all the storm was past : 
A gentle calm of Ioto suooeeded it : 
Monimia sigh'd and blnsh'd; Gastalio swore; 
As you, my lord, i well remember, did 
To my young sister, in the orange grove, 
When I was first praferr'd to be your page. 

Pol Boy, go to your chamber, and prepare your lute. 

lEsit Page. 
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Happy GasUlio! now, br my p^raat moI, 
My MubitioDB sonl, that langmahM to glory» 
I'll have her yet; by my best hopes, I will ; 
She shall be mine, in spite of all her arts. 
But for Caatalio why was I refas'd P 
Has he supplanted me by some fool play? 
Tradac'd my honoar? Ueath! he darst not do*t. 
It mast be so : we parted, and he met her. 
Half to compKanoe bronrht by me ; sarpris'd 
Her sinking Firtne, till she yielded quite. 
So poachers pick op tired game. 
While the fair banter's cheated of his prey. 
Boy! 

Enter a Servant, 

Serv, Oh, the onhapptest tidings tongaee'er toldf 

PoL The matter? 

Serv, Oh ! your father, my ^^ood master, 
As with his guests he sat in mirth raised high, ^ 
And chas'd the goblet round the jojfful board, 
A sodden trembling seisM on all bis limbs; 
His eyes distorted grew, his Tisage pale. 
His speech forsook him, life itself seem'd fled. 
And all his friends are waiting now about him. 

" Enter Acasto and Attendants, 
Aeat, Sujpport me, g^ye me air. Til yet recoyer. 

Twas but a slip decajfing nature made; 

For she grows weary near her journey's end. 

Where are my sons r Come near, my Polydore 1 

Your brothei^— Where's Castalio/ 
Serv. M? lord, 

I'to search^, as yon commanded, all the house ! 

He and Monimia are not to be found. 
Acas, Not to be found? then where are all my firiends? 

Tis well— 

I hope they'll pardon an unhappy fault 

My unmannerly infirmity has made! 

D^th could not come in a more wdoome hour ; 

For I'm prepar'd to meet him; and, methinka. 

Would Ufc and die with all my friends about me. 
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Enter Cast alio. 

Cos. Aogels preserve m^ dearest fmtlier's life! 
Oh! may he live till time itself decay, 
Till good men wish him dead, or I offend liim! 

Acai, Thank yon, Gastalio : give me both year hands. 
So now, methinKs, 
I appear as great as Heroales himself. 
Supported by the pillars he had rais'd. 

Enter Sbbina. 

Ser, My father! 

Acqs* My heart's darling! 

Ser. Let my knees 
Fix to the earth. Ne'er let my eyes have rest, 
fiat wake and weep, till heaven restore my father. 

Acas, Rise to my arms, and thy kind pray'rs are an- 
swered. • 
For thooVt a wondrons extraet of all goodness ; 
Born for my joy, and no pain's felt wfen near thee. 
Chamont! 

Enter Gh A MONT. 

Cham. My lord, may't prove not an nnlncky omen! 
Many 1 see are waiting round aboat yon, 
And 1 am come to ask a blessing too. 

Acas, May'st thoa be happy 1 

Cham. Where? 

Acas, In all thy wishes. 

Cham, Ck>nfirm me so, and make this fair one mine : 
I am unpraotis'd in the trade of ooartship, 
And know not how to deal love oat with art : 
Onsets in love seem best like those in war. 
Fierce, resolute, and done with all the fbroe ; 
So I would open mv whole heart at once, 
And pour out the abnndanoe of my soul. 

AeoM. What says Serina? Canst thou love a soldier f 
One bom to honour, and to honour bred? 
One that has learn'd to treat e'en foes with kindness, 
To wrong no good man's fiune, nor praise himself? 

Ser. Oh! name not love, for that's ally'd to joy ; 
And joy muit be a stranger to my heart, 
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When jou'rt in danger. May Chamont's good fortnn« 
Render him lonely Ui some happier maid ! 
Whilst I, at friendW distanoe, see him bleat. 
Praise the kind gods, and wonder at his virtnos. 

Aca$, Chamont, pursue her, oonaner,and possess her, 
And, as mv son, a third of all mj rortnne 
Shall be thj lot 

Ghaiuqnt, yon told me of some donbls that pressed yon : 
Are yon yet satisFy'd that Vm yoor friend? 

Cham. My lord, 1 would not lose that satisfaction. 
For any blessing I oonld wish for : 
As to my fears, already I have lost them : 
They ne'er shall vex me more, nor trouble yoo. 

Aatt. 1 thank yoo. 
My friends, 'tis late: 

Now my disorder seems all past and over. 
And I, methinks, begin to feel new health. 

Cat. Would von bnt rest, it might restore yoo quite. 

Aeas, Yes, Pll to bed ; old men most homoor weak- 
ness. 
Good night, my friends ! Heav'n guard you all ! Good 
To-morrow early we'll salute the day, [nil^kt ! 

Find out new pleasures, and redeem lost time. 

lEx€unt all but Cluunont and Ckavtam, 

Cham. If you're at leisure, sir, we'll waste an uoor : 
Tis yet too soon to sleep, and 'twill be charity 
To lend your conTcrsation to a stranger. 

Chap. Sir, you're a soldier? 

Cham. Ves. 

Chap, I love a soldier : 
And had been one mjseir, but that my parents 
Would make me what yoo see me. 

Cham. Have yoo had long dependanee on this hmi\j i 

Chap, I have not thought it so, because m^ time's 
Spent pleasantly. My lord's not haughty nor imperious, 
Nor I gravely whimsical : he has good nature. 
His sons too are civil to me, because 
1 do not pretend to be .wiser than they are; 
I meddle with no man's business bnt my. own : 
So meet with respect, and am not the jest of the fiimiiy. 
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Cham, Vm glad too are so bappj. 
A pleasant fellow wu, and roaj oe aaefal. [Atide. 

Knew yon my father, the old Cbamont? 

Chap. I did ; and was most sorry when we lost him. 

Cham, Why, didst thoa loFe him? 

Chqf, Bv'ry bod^ lov'd him; besides, he was my 
patron's fnend. 

Cham. I ooald embraoe thee for that rery notion : 
If thoa didst Iofo my father, I coald think 
Thoa woaldst not be an enemy to me. 

Chap. I can be no man's foe. 

Chm. Then, pr'y thee, tell roe ; 
Think'st thoa the lord Castalio loves my sister ? 

Chiqi'. Love yoar sister? 

Chim, Ay, love her. [her. 

Chap, Either he loves Ifer, or he mneh has wrong'd 

Cham* How wrong*d her? have a oare ; for this may 
A scene of mischief to undo as all. [lay 

Bot tell me, wronged her, saidst thoa ? 

Chap, Ay, sir, wrong'd her. 

Cham. This is a secret worth a monarch's fortune: 
What shall I rive thee for't? thoo dear physician 
Of sickly souls, unfold this riddle to me. 
And comfort mine*— - 

Chap, I would hide nothing from yon willingly. 

Cham. By the reTereoo'd soul 
Of that great honest man that gave me being. 
Tell me but what thou know'st concerns my honour, 
And, if I e'er reveal it to thv wron^. 
May this good sword ne'er do me right in battle! 
May I ne'er know that blessed peace of mind, 
Hiat dwells in good and pious men like thee! 

Chap. I see your temper's raov'd, and I will trust you. 

Cham, Wilt thou? 

Chap. 1 will ; but if it ever 'soape yon 

Cham. It never shall. [busy. 

Chap. Then this good day, when all the house was 
When mirth and kind rejoicing fill'd each room, 
As I was walking in the grove I roetthe^il. 

Cham. What, met them in the grove together? 
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Chap. I, bj Iheir own appoiotment, met tbem ibere, 
Reoeiy'd their marria^ce vow», and joined their basds. 

Cham, How( married? 

Chap. Yes, sir. 

Cham, Then ny soaPs at peace : 
Bat whj would yoa so lonji^ delay to give it? 

Chap. Not knowioi;^ what reception it may find 
With old Acasto; may be, I was too caatioas 
To trust the secret from me. 

Cham. What's the cause 
1 cannot guess, though 'Us my nster's honoor, 
I do not uke this marriage, 

Huddled i'the dark, and done at too mock venture; 
The business looks with an unluckT &ce. 
Keep still the secret; for it ne'er shall 'scape me. 
Not ev*u to them, the new match'd pair. Farewell ! 
Believe my truth, and know me for tiiy friend, {fceuitt. 

Re-enter Cabtalio, with Movimia. 

Cat, Young Chamont and the chaplain I sure 'tis they ! 
No matter what's contriv'd, or who consulted. 
Since my Monimia's mine ; tliough this sad look 
Seems no good boding omen to our bliss ; 
Else, pr'yUiee, tell me why that look oast down. 
Why that sad sigh, as if lay heart was breaking? 

Juon. Gastalio, I am thinking what we've done : 
The heavenly powers were sure displeas'd ,to-day ; 
For, at the ceremony as we stood. 
And as your hand was kindly join'd with mine, 
As the good priest pronoanc'd the sacred words. 
Passion grew big, and 1 could not forbear. 
Tears drown'd my eyes, and trembling seiz'd my soul. 
What should that mean? 

Cos. Oh, thou art tender all ! 
Gentle and kind as sympathising nature ! 

Re-enter Polyoorb, unobserved. 
But wherefore do I dally, with my bliss? 
I^he niffht's far spent, and da^ draws on apace ; 
To bed, my love, and' wake tiU 1 come Uuther. 
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Mon, TwUl be impouible: 
Yoo know yoar father's ohamber's next to mine, 
And the least noise will certainly alarm him. 

Cat. No more, my blessine. 
WhatshaMbetfaesign? 
When shall I come ? for to my joys I'll steal. 
As if t ne'er bad paid my freedom for them. 

Mail. Just three soft strokes upon the chamber door ; 
And at that signal yon shall nin admittance : 
But speak not the least word; for, if yon should, 
Tis sorely heard, and all will be betray'd. 

Cos* On ! doubt it not, Monimia ; our joys 
Shall be as silent as the ecstatic bliss 
Of souls, that by intelUrenoe converse. 
Away, my love ! first take this kiss. Now haste : 
1 long for that to come, yet grudge each minute past. 

lExit Monimia. 
My brother wand'ring too so late this way ! 

PoL GasUlio! 

Cos. My Polydore, how dost thon ? 
How does our father? is be well reoover'd ? 

PoL I left him happily repos'd to rest: 
He's still as ga^ as if his life was young. 
But how does tair Monimia? 

Cos. Doubtless well : 
A cruel beauty, with her oonqaest pleas'd, 
Is always joyful, and her mind in health. 

PoL Is she the same Monimia still she was? 
May we not bope she's made of mortal mould? 

dot. She's not woman else: 
Though I'm grown weary of this tedious hoping ; 
Wefve in a Mrren desert stray'd too long. 

PoL Yet may relief be unexpected found, 
And love's sweet manna cover all the field. 
Met ye to-day ? 

Cos. No ; Qhe has still avoided me : 
I wish rd never meddled with the matter; 
And would enjoin thee, Polydore . 

Po/. To what? 

Cat, To leave this peevish beaaty to herself. 



?: 
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PoL What, quit roy loveP m aoon I'd quit my post 
In fiffhtf and like a coward roo awar. 
No, Dj my stars, I'll chase her till she yields 
To me, or meets ber resooe in another. 

Cos, Bat I ha?e wondroos reasons on my side. 
That wooM persoade thee, were they known. 

Po^ Then speak 'em: 
What are they? Game ye to her window liere 
To learn 'em now? C^talio, have a care; 
Use honest dealing with a friend and brother. 
Believe me, I'm not with my love so blinded, 
But can discern yoor purpose to abuse me : 
'^^uit your pretences to her. 

on sayyonVe reasons : why are they eonoeai'd f 

Cat. To-morrow I may tefi you. 

PoL Why not now? 

Cot. It is a matter of such consequence. 
As I must well consalt ere 1 reveal. 
Bat pr'ythee cease to think I would abuse thee. 
Till more be known. 

PoL When you, Castalio, oease 
To meet Monimia unknown to me. 
And then deny it slavishly, I'll oease 
To think Castalio Pithless to his friend. 
Did I not see yoa part this very momMit? 

Cos. It seems you've watoh'd me then? 

PoL I scorn the office. 

Cos, Pr'ythee avoid a thing thou may'st repenL 

PoL That is, heaoeforward making leagues with yoa. 

Cat. Nay, if ye're angry, Polydore, good night. 

[£ctC. 

PoL Good night, Castalio, if ye're in such haste. 
He Utile thinks I've overheard tb' appointment : 
But to his chamber's gone to wait awhile. 
Then come and take possession of my love. 
This is the utmost point of all my herpes y 
Or now she most, or never can be minew 
Oh, for a means now how to counterplot. 
And disappoint this happy elder brother! 
In every thing we do or nndertake, 
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He soars above ine, mount what height I can, 
And keeps the start he got of me in birth. 
Cordelio I 

Re-enter Page, 



Pose. Mjlord! 

{Pol Gome hither, boy! 
Tboa hast a pretty, forward, lying face, 
And may'stin time expect preferment. Canst thou 
Pre^nd to secres^, oajole and flatter 
Thy master's follies, and assist his pleasares ? 

Page, My lord, I oonld do any thing for yon, 
And ever be a very faithful boy. 
Command, whate'er's yonr pleasure Til observe ; 
Be it to run, or watch, or to convey 
A letter to a beauteous lad v's bosom ; 
At least, I am not dull, and soon should learn. 

PoL 'Tis pilv then thon shouldst not be employ'd. 
Go to m^ brother, he's in his chamber now. 
Undressing, and preparing for his rest ; 
Find out some means to keep him np awhile : 
Tell him a pretty story, that may please 
His ear; invent a tale, no matter what: 
If he should ask of me, tell him I'm gone 
To bed, and sent yon there to know his pleasure, 
Whether he'll hunt to-morrow. 
But do not leave him till he's in his bed ; 
Or if he chance to walk a^n this way, 
Follow, and do not quit him, but seeui fond 
To do him little offices of service. 
Perhaps at last it may offend him ; then 
Retire, and wait till I come in< Away : 
Succeed in this, and be employ'd again. 

Page, Doubt not, my lord: he has been always kind 
To me ; wonld often set me on his knee, 
Then give me sweetmeats, call me pretty boy, 
And ask me what the maids tatk'd of 4t nighto. 
,£0l' Run quickly then, and prosp'rons be thy wishct*. 

^ [Bkit p^e. 

Here I'm alone, and fit for mischief. 
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I beard Ibe mgn she order*d him to give. 
*' Just three «oft strokes ngunst the cbftmbeiv door ; 
Botspeak not the leaj»t word, for if joa sbooldy 
It's sorely heard, and we are both betraj'd.'* 
Blest heav'ns, assist me hot in this dear boar» J 

And my kind stars be bat propitious now, J 

Dispose of me bereafter as yon please. I 

Monimia! Monimia! [Gives the Sign, i 

Flo. [At the Window] Who's there ? ^ | 

Pol. Tis J. I 

Flo. My lord CasUlio ? I 

PoL The same. | 

How does my love, my dear Moniuiia ? 1 

Flo. Oh! 
She wonders moob at yonr nnkind delay ; 
YoaVe staid so long, that at each little noise 
The wind bot makes, she asks if yon are coming. 
Pol. Tell ber I'm bere, and let the door be open'd. 
[Florella withdraics. 
Now boast, Castalio, triamph now, and tell 
Thyself strange stories of a promised bliss ! 

lExit into the House. 

Re-enter Castalio and Page. 

Page. Indeed, my lord, 'twill be a lovely morning: 
Prar let os hunt. 

Cat. Go, yon're an idle prattler : 
111 slay at home to-morrow ; if your lord 
Thinks fit, he may command my bonnds. Clo, leave me ; 
1 most to bed. 

Page. I'll wait upon yoor lordship, 
If you think fit, and sing you to repose. j 

Vat. No, my kind boy. 
Good night : commend me to my brother. 

Page. Oh! 
Yoo never heard the last new song I leam'd ; 
It is the finest, prettiest song indeed, [caMiA 

Of my lord and my lady, yon know who, that tW* 
Tbgetber, yoo know where. My lord, indeed it is. 
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Cos, Yoo mast be whipp'd,yoangster,if yoogetsnch 
song^ as those are. 
What means this boj's impertinence to-night ? [Aside, 

Page, Why, what most 1 fting, pray, mjr dear lord?, 

Cos. Psalms, child, psalms. 

Page, O dear me ! bojs that gfo to school learn psalms ; 
But pag^es, that are better bred, sing lampoons. 

Cos, Well, leave me ; Vm weary. 

Page. Indeed, my lord, I can't abide to leave you. 

Cos. Why, wert then instructed to attend me ? 

Page. No, no, indeed, my lord, 1 was not. 
Bat 1 know what I know. 

Cos. What dost thoa know ? 'Sdeath ! what can 

all this mean? [Aside. 

Page. Oh! 1 know who loves somebody. 

Cos. What's that to me, boy ? 

Page. Nay, I know who loves yoo too. 

Cos. That's a wonder! pry 'thee tell it me. 

Po^c. Tis— 'lis— r know who— but will 
Yoo give me the horse, then ? 

Cos, 1 will, my child. 

Page. It is mv ladj Moniroia, look yon ; bat don't 
yoo tell her 1 told yoo : she'll give me no more plaj- 
things then. I heard her say so, as she lay abed, man. 

Cos. Talk'd she of me when in her bed, Gordelio ? 

Page. Yes ; and I song her the song joo made too ; 
and she did so sigh, and look with her eyes I 

Cos. Hark! what's that noise? 
Take this; be gone, and leave me. ^ 
Yon knave, yoo little flatterer, get yoo gone. 

[Exit Page. 

Sorely it was a noise, hist ! only fancy; 

For all is hnsh'd, as nature were retir'd. 

Tis now, thatgoided by my love, I go 

To take possession of Monimia's arms. 

Sore Polydore's by this lime gone to bed. [Knocks. 

She hears me not ; sore she already sleeps! 

Her wishes coold not brook so long delay. 

And her poor heart has beat itself to rest. [Knocks* 

Once more 
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Flo, [At the Windwf} Wbo*s there, 
That comes thas rudely to dislarb oar rest ? 

Cat, Tis I. 

Flo. - Who are toq ? what's year Dane ? 

Cos, Suppose tne lord Castalio. 

Fb, I know yoa not. 
The lord Castalio has no bosiness here. 

Cos. Ha! have a oare! what can this mean? j 

Whoe'er thou art, I charge thee, to Monimia flj : J 

Tell her Vm here, and wait opon my doom. I 

Flo. Whoe'er you are, you may repent this oatrage : * 
My lady must not be distorb'd. Good niffht ! 

Cat. She most! tell her she shall ! f^, rm in haste. 
And brini;^ her tidings from the state of love. 

Flo. Sure the man's mad ! 

Cos. Or this will make me so. 
Obey me, or, by all the wrongs 1 sufler, 
I'll scale the window and come in by force, 
Ijel the sad consecmence be what it will ! 
This creature's trifling folly makes me mad ! 

Flo. My ladj's answer is, you may depart. 
jShe sajs she knows yon : you are Polydore, 
Sent by Castalio, as you were to-day, 
T* affront and do her violence again. 

Cat. ni not believe't. 

Flo. Youmav.sir. 

Cat. Corses -blast thee! 

Flo. Well, 'tis a fine cool ev'ning! and I hope 
May cure the raging fever in your blood ! 
€U>od night. 

Cat. And larewell all that's just in woman ! 
This is contriv'd, a stadyd trick, to abuse 
Mj easy nature, and torment my mind ! 
'TIS impudence to think my soul will bear it ! 
Let but toHnorrow, but to-morrow come. 
And try if all th^ arts appease ray wronr ; 
Till when, be this detested place my bed; [Liet dovM. 
Where I will ruminate on woman's ills, 
Laorh at myself, and cnme th' inconstant sex* 
Faithless Monimia ! O Monimia! 
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Etaer £rn£8to. 

Em. Either 
Mjr sease has been deluded, or this way 
1 heard the sooiid of sorrow ; 'tis late nig^ht, 
And none, whose mind's at peace, would wander now. 

Cos, Who's there P 

Em. Castalio!— My lord, why in this posture, 
Stretch'd on the ground? your honest, true old servant. 
Your poor Ernesto, cannot see you thus. . 
Rise, I beseech yon. 

Cos, Oh, leave rae to my folly. 

Em, I can't leave you, 
And not the reason know of your disorders. . 
Remember how, when youngs, I in my arms 
Have often borne yon, pleas'd you in your pleasures. 
And souffht an early share in your affection. 
Do hot discard me now, but let me serve you. 

Cat. Thou canst not serve me. 

Em, Why? 

Cos. Because my thoughts 
Are full of woman ; thou, poor wretch, art past them. 

Em. I hate the sex. 

Coi. Then I'm thy friend, Ernesto! [Rises, 

I'd leave the world for him that hates a woman ! 
Woman, the fountain of all human frailty ! 
What mighty ills have not been done by woman ? 
Who was't betray'd the oapitol? A woman! 
Who lost Mark Antony the world ? A woman ! 
Who was the cause of a long ten years war. 
And laid at last old Troy in ashes!* Woman ! 
Destructive, damnable, deceitful woman ! 
Woman, to man first as a blessing given ; 
When innocence and love were in their prime, 
Happy awhile in Paradistd they lay ; 
Bnt qniokly woman iong'd to go astray : 
Some foolish new adventure needs most prove« 
And the first devil she saw, she chang'd her love : . 
To his temptations lewdly she inclin'd 
Her soai, and for an apple damn'd mankind. [Exeunt, 



ACT THE FOURTH. 




Cos, 



SCBNB I. A Chamber. 
Enter Castalio. 
Wish'd morning's come! And now npon Um 



plains, 

And distant moantains, wliere thej feed their flocks, 
The happy shepherds leave their homely huts. 
And witu their pipes proclaim the new-born day. 
There's no oonaition sare so cors'd as mine • 



Monimia! O Monimia ! 

Enter Monimia a$ui Flobella. 

Mdti. I come! 
I fly to my ador'd Gastalio's arms. 
My wishes' lord. May every morn begin 
Luce this : and, with our day*, onr loves renew ! 

Cos. Oh 

Man, Art thoa not well, Castalio^ Come lean 
Upon my breast, and tell me where's thy pain. 

Cos. 'Tib here— 'tis in my head — 'tis m my 
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Tin every where : it rages like a msdiMM, 
And 1 inpst wooder how uijr reaion holds. 
No more, Mouimia, of yoar aex'a arte,: 
They're uaelen all — rio not that pliant tool; 

I know my charter better 1 am man, 

Obstinate man, and will not be enslaved I ' 

Man, You shall not fear't^ indeed my nature's easy : 
I'll e?er li?e year most obedient wife ! 
Nor ever any privilege pretend 
Beyond yoor will ; for that shall be my law; — 
Indeed I will not. 

Cat. Na^, you shall not, madam ; 



By yon bright heaven, yon shall not: all the day 
rn play the tyrant, and al night forsake thee ; 
Nay, if I've any too, thou shalt be mad^ 



Subservient to all my looser pleasures; 
For thou hast wrongpd Castauo. 

Man, Oh, kill me here, or tell me my offence f 
I'll never quit you else ; but on these knees,- 
Thus follow yon all day, till they're worn bare. 
And hang upon yon like a drowning creature. 
Gastalio! 

Cat. Away! Last night! last<nighl!—- — 

Man. It was oor wedding night. 

Cat. No more!— Forget it! 

Mon, Why! do you then repent? 

Cat. I do. 

Mon, O heaven ! 
And will yoo leave me thus?— Help! helfr! Florella! 
[CattaUo dragt her to the Door, breaktjrom her, 
and exU. 
Help me to hold this yet lov'd, cruel man ! 
Gastalio ! — Oh ! how often has he sworn. 
Nature should change — the sun and stars grow dark,- 
Bre he would falsify his vows to me! 
Make haste, confusion, then! Sun, lose thy light 1 
And stars, drop dead wilb sorrow to the earth, 
For my Castalio's false! 
False as the wind, the waters, or the weather I 
Cruel as tigers o'er their Iranbliiig prey ! 
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1 feel bim in m jr breMt ; be teara my beiirt, 
And at eacb rijpb he drinks the gnabihg blood ! 
Must I be long in pain? 

Enter Cuamont. 

Cham. In tears, Monimia! 

Mon. Whoe'er thou art, 
Leave lae alone to mj belov'd desfiair! 

Chora, Lift up tfav eyes, and see who oomes to cheer 
Tell me the story of thy wrongs, and then £th«e ! 

See if niT sonl has rest, till thoa hast justice. 

Mon. My brother ! 

Cham. Yes, Monimia, if thou think'st 
That 1 deserre the name, I am thy brother. 

Mon. O Castalio! 

Cham. Ha! 
Name me that name again ! my sonPs on fire 
Till 1 know all !— There's meaning in that name : — 
I know he is thy husband ; therefore trnst me 
With all the following truth. 

Mint. Indeed, Chamont, 
There's nothing in it but the fault of nature : 
I'm often thus seiz'd'suddenly witli grief, 
I know not why. 

Cham, You use me ill, Moilimia; 
And 1 might think, ^ith justice, most severely 
Of this unfaithful dealing with your brother. 

Mon, Truly I'm not to blame. Suppose I'm fond, 
And grieve for what as much may please anothcfr? 
Should 1 upbraid the dearest friend on earth 
For the first fault? You wonid not do so, would vou? 

Cham. Not if I'd cause to think it* was a friend. 

Mon. Why do yoo then call this unfaithful dealing;? 
I ne'er conoeal'd my soul from yon before: 
Bear with me now, and search my wounds no furtliw; 
For every |>robing pains roe to the lieart. 

Cham, 'Tis sign there's danger in't, and must be proh'd. 
Where's your new husband ? Still that thought diiltirbs 

yon I 

What ! only answer me with tears ?— CasUlio !•— j 
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Naj, DOW Ihej stream : — 

Cruel, unkind Castolio !— It*t nol so? 

Man, I cannot speak ; — grief flows so last upon me, 
It oliokes, and will nut let me tell the cause. 
Oh! 

Cham, My Monimia! to my sou! thoa'rt dear 
As honour to my liamel 
Why wilt thou not repose within my breast 
The anguish that torments thee P 

Man, Oh ! I dare not 

Cham. I haTe no friend bot thee. We mnst confide 
In one another. — ^Two unhappy orphans, 
Alas, we are! and when I see thee p^^^^t 
Methinks it is a part of me that suffers. 

Man. Could you be secret? 

Cham, Secret as the graTe. 

Man, But when IVetold you, will you keep your fury 
Within its bounds P Will you not do some rash 
And horrid mischief? For indeed, Charoont, 
You would not think how hardly IVe been ns'd 
From a dear friend — from one that has my soul 
A slave, and therefore treats it like a tyrant. 

Cham. I will be calm.— Bot lias Castalio wrongM 
Has he already wasted all his love? [thee? 

What has he done? — qoiokly ! for I'm all trembling 
With expectation of a horrid tale! 

Afon. Oh! could you think it? 

Cham. What? 

Man. 1 fear he'll kill me! 

Cham. Ha! 

JIf on. Indeed I do : he's-stransely cruel to me; 
Which, if it last, I'm sore must break my heart. 

Cham. What has be done? 

Mon. Most barbarously us'd me. 
Just as we met, and I, with open arms, 
Ran to embrace the lord of all my wishes, 
Oh then 

Cham. Go on ! 

Mon. He threw me fr<Hn his breast, 
Xiike a detested sin. 
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Cham. Howl 

Mon, As I hung too 
Upon his knoes, and bejrg'd to know the onnaey 
He dn^f^d me, like a sTeto, apon the earth, 
And bad no pity on my criea. 

Cham. Howl did he 
Dash thee disdainfoHj awaj, with soorn^ 

Man, He did. 

Cham, What! throw thee from hinf 

Mim. Yes, indeed he did ! 

Cham. So may this arm 
Throw him to th' earth, like a dead dog despis'd. 
Lameness and leprosy, blindness and lanaoy. 
Poverty, shame^ pride, and the name of.Tiliaia, 
Liffbt on me, if, Gastalio, 1 forgive thee ! 

Oion. Nay, now, Chainont, art thoa unkind as be is! 
Didst thou not promise me thoa wouldst be eali»? 
Keep my disgraoe concealed ? 
Alas, I love nim still ; and thoogh I ne'er 
Clasp him again within these tonging arms. 
Yet bless him, bless him, gods,- where'er be goeaf 

Enter Ac A STO. 

Acati Sure some ill late is tow'rds me } in my house 
1 only meet with oddness and disorder. 
Just this ver^ moment 
I met Castalio too 

Cham, Then yon met a villain. 

Acas. Ha! 

Cham. Yes, a villain! 

Acat. Have a oare, yoong soldier. 
How thou'rt too busy with Acasto's fame. 
I have a sword, my arm's good old aoqaainUiio*; — 
Villain to thee. 

Cham. Corse on thy soandalous age* 
Which hinders me to rush upon Ihv throat. 
And tear the root up of that oursed bramble! 

Acat. Ungrateful mflian ! sure my good old friend 
Was ne'er thy fatherl Nothing of hint's in thee ! 
What have I dune, in my unhappy age» 



$CENB 1. THB ORPHAN. 43 

To be thos us'd? I aoorii lo upbraid thee, boy ! 
But I ooold pot thee in reneaibrwioe^^ 

Cham. Do. 

Acas, I scorn it 

Cham, No, I'll calml j bear the storj ; 
For I wonid lain know all, to nee which scale 
Weig^hs most.— >Ua ! is not that rood old Acaslo P 
What have I done?— Oan tou forgive this foilj f 

Acas. Whj dost Ihoa ask itP 

Cham, Twas the rude o'erflowing 
Of too mnoh jMssion — ^Praj, my lora, forgive me. 

[Kneels. 

Acas, Mock me not, Touth ! I can revenge a wrong. 

Cham. I know it well — ^but for this thought of mine. 
Pity a madman's frenzy, and forget it. 

Acas, I will; but henoefurth pr'ythee be more kind. 

IRaUes him. 
Whence eame the oanse? 

Cham. Indeed I've been to blame; 
For Tou've been my father— 
YouVe been her fiither too. 

[Takes Monimia by the Rand. 

Acas. Forbear the prologue. 
And let me know the snbsUnce of thy tale. 

Cham, You took her up, a little tender flower. 
Just sprouted on a bank, which the next frost 
Had nipp'd ; and with a careful, loving hand. 
Transplanted her into your own fair gtt^n. 
Where the sun always shines : there long she flourisfa*d ; 
Grew sweet- to sense, and lovely to the eye ; 
Till at the last a cruel spoiler came, 
Crppp'd this fiur rose, and rifled all its sweetness, 
TbeuiMtft it like a loathsome weed away. 

Acas, You talk to me in parables, Chamont : 
You may have known that rm no wordy man. 
Fine speeches are the instrnments of knaves. 
Or fools, that use them when they wank good sense : 
But honestr 
Meeds DO diigaise or oraameot. Be plain. 

Cham, Yonrson-^— 
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Acas. Vwe two ; and boUi, I hope, have lionour. 

Cham. I hope go too; boi— ^ 

Acas. Speak. 

Cham. I must inform jroo. 
Once more, Ga^talio = 

Acas. SUU Castalio ! 

Cham. Yes; 
Your son Castalio has wronged Monimia! 

Acas. Ha! wrong'd her? 

Cham. Marrj'd her. 

Acas. Vm sorrj for't 

Cham. Why sorry? 
By jon biest heaven, there's not a lord 
But might be proud to take her to his heart. 

Acas. I'll not denjf't. 

Cham. You dare not; bj the gods. 
You dare not. All jour familj combined 
In one damn'd falsehood, to outdo Oaslalio, 
Dare not denj'L 

Acas. How has Castalio wrong'd her? 

Cham. Ask that of him. I sav my sister^ wroBg'd: 
Monimia, ray sister, born as high 
And noble as Castalio. — Do her justice. 
Or, by the gods, I'll lay a scene of blood 
Shall make this dwelling horrible to nature. 
I'll do't. — Hark you, my lord, voor son Castalio, 
Take him to your closet, and there teaoh him mannert. 

Acas. You shall have justice. 

Cham. NajT, 1 will have justice I , 
Who'll sleep in safety that has done me wrong? 
My lord, I'll not disturb you to repeat 
The cause of this; I beg yon ^to preserve 
Your house's honour) ask it of Castalio. [Exit. 

Acas. Farewell, proud boy.^-* 
Monimia i 

Man, My lord. 

Acas, You are ray daughter. 

Man. I am, my lord, if vou'll vouchsafe to own me. 

Acas, When you'll complain to mOi 111 prove* ftlher. 
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Man. Npw I'm undone for erer ! Wlio on earlli 
Is there so wretched m Monimia? 
First by Gastalio oruelljr forsaken ; 
IVe lost Acasto now ; his ]>artinff frowns 
Maj well instruct me rage is in bis heart. 
I shall be next abandoned to my fortune. 
Thrust out, a naked wandVer to the world. 
And branded for the mischievous Monimia ! 
What will become of me? Mj cruel brother 
Is framing mischiefs too, for aught I know, • 
That may produce bloodshed and horrid murder ! 
1 would not be the cause of one man's death. 
To reign the empress of the earth ; nay, more, 
Td rather lose for ever my Ca»talio, 
My dear, nokind Castalio. [Sits down* 

Enter Polydore. 

PoL Monimia weeping! 
I come, my love, to kiss all sorrow from thee. 
What mean these sighs, and why thus beate thy heart? 

Mon. Let me alone to sorrow; 'tis a cause 
None e'er shall know ; but it shall with me die. 

PoL Happy, Monimia, he to whom these sighs. 
These tears, and all these languishings are paid ! 
I know your heart was never meant for me; 
That jewel's for an elder brother's price. 

Mon. My lord ! 

Pol. Nay, wonder not; last night I heard 
His oaths, your vows, and to my torment saw 
Vbur wild embraces ; heard the appointment made ; 
I did, Monimia, and I cbrs'd the sound. 
Wilt thuu be sworn, my lovef wilt thoo be ne'er 
Unkind again? 

Mon. Banish such fruitless hopes! 
Have you sworn constancy to my undoing? 
Will you be ne'er my friend again? 

Pol What means my love? 

Mon. Away ! wliat meant my lord 
Last night? 

Pol. Is that a question now to be demwided? 
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Man, Was it well done 
T assaalt my lod^ng at the dead of nigbl. 

And threaten me if 1 denv'd admittance 

You said joa were Gastalio. 

Pol. Bj those eyes, 
It was the same : I spent ray tine much better. 

Man. Ha! — ^haveacare! 

Pol. Where is the daoj^er near me? 

Jtfon. I fear you're on a rock will wreck yonr 
quiet. 
And drown Tour soul in wretchedness for ever. 
A thousand horrid thoughts crowd on my memory. 
Will you be kind, and answer me one qoeationf 

PoL I'd trust thee with my life; on that sofl bosom 
Breathe out the choicest secrets of my heart. 
Till I had nothing in it left hut love. 
■ Mon, Nay, I'll oonjure you, by the gods and angels, 
By the honour of your name, tliat's most eoncern'd. 
To tell me, Polydore, and tell me truly. 
Where did you rest last night r 

PoL Within thy arms. 

Mon. Tisdone. . [fmntt. 

Pol. She faints !-~no help !~who waits?— A curse 
Unon my vanity, that could not keep 
The secret of my happiness in silence! 
Confusion ! wc| shall be snrpris'd anon ; 
And consequently all must be betray'd. 
Monimia!— she breathes!— -Moninia I 

Mon. Well 

liet mischiefs multiply ! let every hour « 

Of my loalh'd life yield me inciease of horror » 
O let tlie sun, to these unhappy eyes. 
Ne'er shine ajcain, but be eclips'd for ever! 
May every thing I look on seem a prodigy. 
To fill my soul with terrors, till I quite 
Foyet I ever had humanity, 
And grow a curser of the works of natural 
Pol. What means all this ? 
Afon. O Polydore ! if all . 
The friendship e'er you Fow'd to good Gaslalie 
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Be Dot a falsehood ; if yoo ever lovM 
Yoor brother, jou've undone joorself and me. 

Pol. Which way can rain reach the man that's rich, 
Aa I am, in poflsession of thj •weelneasP 

Mm, Oh! I'm his wife! 

PoL What says Monimia? 

Mm. I am Castalio's wife! 

PoL His marry 'd, weddecl wife? 

Mon, Yesterday's son 
Saw it perform'd ! 

PoL My brother's wife P 

Mon. An sorely as we both 
Most taste of misery, that (piilt is thine. 

PoL Oh! thoQ may'st yet be happy! 

Mon, Coaldsl thoa be 
Happy, with sacb a weiji^hi npon thy seal ? 

Pol, It may be yet a secret. — I'il ro try 
To reconcileand bring Castalio to thee ! 
IVhiist from the world I Uke myself away. 
And waste my life in penance for mv sin. 

Mon. Then thou wonldst more ando me: heap a load 
Of added sins upon my wretched head ! 
Wooldst thoo again have me betray thy brother. 
And bring pollution to his arms? — Gars'd thought! 
Oh ! when sliall 1 be mad indeed ! {Exit. 

Pol. Then thus I'll go— 
Full of my gtiilt, distracted wliere to roam : 
I'll find some place where adders nest in winter, 
- Loathsome and Tenomons ; where poisons hang 
Like goms against the walls: there I'll inhabit. 
And live op to the height of desperation. 
Desire shall languish like a withering fiower, 
Horrors shall fnght me from those pleasing harms. 
And I'll no more be oaoght with beauty's oliarms. 

lEtU. 



ACT THE FIFTH. 




SCENE I. A Garden. 
CiiSTikLio disccvered Ivin^ on the Ground. &fi 

Cos. See where the deer Irol after one another: 
No discontent they know ; but in delighlfnl 
Wildnefts and freedom, pleasant spring, fresh herbage, 
Calm arboars, luMtj health and innocenoe, 
Enjoy their portion : — if they see a man. 
How will they turn together all, and gaze 
Upon the monster! 

Once in a season too they taste of love : 
Only the beast of reason is its slave ; 
And in that folly drudges alt the year. 

Enter AcAsra. 

Acas. Castalio! Castaliol 

Cos. Who's there 
So wretched bot to name Castalio? 

Acas. I hope my message may succeed. 

Cos. My father! 
*Ti8 joy to see you, though where sorrow's nourished. 



SCBNS 1. THE ORPHAlt. 49 

Acas. Oastalio, you mutt go along with me, 
And flee Moaimiii.- 

Ca$. Sure m^ lord bet mocks ine; 
Go see MoniiniaP 

Aeas. 1 say, no more dispate. 
HlSompiaints are made to me that yon have wron^d ber. 

Cos. Who has oomplain'd? 

Acas. Her brother to my hoe proclaimed her wronged. 
And in saoh terms they've warm'd me. 

Cos. Whfkt terms? Her brother! Heaven! 
Where learn'd he that? 
VVhat, does she send her hero witb defiance i 
He darst not sore affront yoa? 

Acas. No, not much : 
Bot 

Cat. Speak, what said heP 

Acat. That tboa wert a villain : 
Metbinks 1 would not have thee thoai^t a villain. 

Ca$, Shame on the iU-manner'd brote! 
Your age secur'd him ; he durst not else have said 

Acag, By my sword, 
I would not see thee wrong'd, and bear it vilely : 
Though I have pass'd my word she shall have justice. 

Cat. Justice! to give her justice would undo her. 
Think you this solitude 1 now have chosen, 
Wish'd to have grown one piece 
With this cold day, and all without a cause? 

Enter Chamont. 

Cham. Where is the hero, famous and renowned 
For wronging innocence, and breaking vows ; 
Whose mighty spirit, and whose stubborn heart. 
No woman can appease, nor man provoke? 

ilcos. 1 guess, Chamont, you oome to seek Castalio? 

Cham, 1 come to seek the husband of Monimia. 

Cat. The slave i» here. 

Cham. 1 thought ere now to have found you 
Atouing for the ills you've done Ghamoot : 
For you have wrong'd the dearest part of him. 
Monimia, youug lonl, weeps in this heart -, 
9 
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And aJl Ike tears ibj injories bare drawn 
From her poor ejes, are drops of blood frooi Iieoce. 
Cos. Then you are Gbamont? 
Cham» Yes, and I hope no stranger 
To great Castalio. 

Ca$» Tve beard of saeh a man, 
Tbat bas been very basy with my bonoar. 
I own I'm moch indebted^ to yon, Mr, 
And here return the Tillaia back again 
You sent me by my father. 

Cham* Thus Til thank you. IDrmcs. 

Acat. By this good sword, who first presumes to vio- 
lence, 
Makes me his foe. [Drmps and interposes. 

Cos. Sify in my younger years with care yon taoght 
That brave revenge was due to injnr'd honour : [me 
Oppose not then the justice of my sword. 
Lest yon should make me jealous of your love. 

Cham. Into thy fiither's arms thou fiy'st for safety. 
Because thon know'sl thai place is sanctify'd 
Willi the remembrance of an ancient friendship. 

Cos, 1 am a villain, if I will not seek Ihee, 
Till 1 may be reveng'd for all the wrongs 
Done me bv that ungrateful fair thou plead*st for. 

Cham. She wrong^ tbee? By the fury in my heart, 
Thy father's honour's not above Monimia*s ; 
Nor was thy mother's truth and virtue fairer. 

Acas. Boy, don't disturb the anhes of the dead 
With thy capricious follies; the remembrance 
Of the lov'd creature that once fiU'd these arms 

Cham. Has not been wrong'd. 

Cas. Il shall not 

Ctuan. No, nor shall 
Monimia, though a helpless orphan, destitute 
Of friends and fortune, though th' unhappy sister 
Of poor Chamont, whose sword is all his portion, 
B' oppress'd by thee, thon |MX>ud, imperious traitor ! 

Cas. Ha ! set om free. 

Cham. Come both. 

Cas. Sir, if jon'd have me think joo did not lake 
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This opportanifcjr.to show joar ranity, 

Lei's meet some other time, when by oarseWes 

We fairly may dispute our wrongs together. 

Cham. Till then 1 am CasUlio's friend. [ExiU 

Acas. Would L'd been absent when this boistVous 
brave 
Game to disturb thee thus. I'm grievM I hinder'd 
Thy just resentment But, Monimia^ — 

Cos. Damn her I 

Acas. Don't curse her. 

Cos. Did I? 

Acas. Yes. 

Cas. I'm sorry toT*l. 

Acas. Melhinks, if, as I guess, the fault's but small, 
It might be pardon'd. 

Cas. No. 

Acas. What has she done? 

Cas, That she's my wife* may heaven and yon (omve 

Acas. Be recoooil'd then* Ime ! 

Cas. No. 

Acas. For my sake, 
Gaslalio, and the qniet of my %f(e, 

Cas. Why will you urge a thing my nature starts at? 

Acas. Pr'ytbee forgive her. 

Cas. Lightnings first shall blast me! 
I tell yopi were she prostrate at my feet, 
Full of her sex's best dissembled sorrows, 
And all that wondrous beauty of her own. 
My heart might break, but it should never softer. 

Acas. Did you but know the agonies she feels — 
She flies with fury over all the house j 
Through every room of each apartment, orying, 
" Where's my GasUiio!* Give me my GaslalioP' 
Except she sees you, sure she'll grow distracted ! 

Cas. Ha! will she? Does she name GasUlio? 
And with such tenderness:* Gondoct me quickly 
To the poor lovely mourner. [poxe! 

Acaf. Then wilt thou go? Blessings attend thy pur* 

Cas. I cannot hear Monimia's sours in sadness. 
And be a man : my heart will not forget her. 
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Acas, Delaj not Uieo; bul faasle and 6lieer Ihj love. 

Cat. Ob ! I will Llirow m j iin|iatielil anos about ber ; 
In ber soil bosom kip^b my aoul to peace *, 
Till tbroogfa tbe paoliog^ breast abe finds tbe way 
To mould mj bearl, and make it wbat she will. 
Monimia! Oh! [Exeunt, 

SCBNfi II. A Chamber. 

Enter Monimia. 

Mon, Stand off, and give me room ; 

I will not rest till I have found Castatio, 

Mj wish's lordi cumelj as the rising day. 

1 cannot die ifi peace till 1 have seen him. 

Enter Cast alio. 

Cat. Who talks of d^ing, with & voice so sweet 
That life's in love with it? 

Mon. Hark ! 'tis he that answers. 
Where art thou f* 

Cat. Here, my love. 

Man. No nearer, lest I vanish. 

Cat. Have I been in a dream then all this while? 
And art thoo bat tbe sliadow of Monimia? 
Why dost thou fly me thus? 

Mm. Oh ! were it possible that we could drown 
In dark oblivion but a few past hours, 
We might be happy. 

Cat. Is'l then so hard, Monimia, to forgive 
A fault, where humble love, like mine, implores thee ^ 
For I must love thee, though it prove my rain. 
I'll kneel to thee, and weep a flood before thee. 
Yet pr'ytbee, tjran.t, break qot <)uite my heart; 
But when my task of penitence u done, 
Heal it again, and comfort me with love. 

Man. If 1 am dumb, Caslalio, and want words 
To pay thee back this mighty tenderness, 
U is liecause 1 look on thee with horror. 
And cannot see the man 1 have so wrong'd. 

Cat. Thou hast not wrong'd me. 
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Mm. Ah! ftiM, iboa talk'tt 
Jostas thy poor heart thinks. HaTe not I wronir'd tbeef 

Cat, isTo: * 

' Mm. sua tboQ waoder'at in the dark, Castalio; 
Bat wilt, ere long, stumble on horrid danger. 

Cat* My better angel, then do thoa inform me 
What danger threatens me, and where it lies ; 
Why wert then (pr'ythee smile, and tell me why). 
When I stood waiting andemeath the window. 
Deaf to m^r cries, and senaeleM of my pains? 

Moiu Did I not beg thee to forb€»r inquiry ? 
Read'st then not something in my face, that speaks 
Wonderful change, and horror from within me? 

Cos. If, lab'ring in the pen|^ of death, 
Thou wooldst do any thing to give me ease. 
Unfold this riddle ere my thoughts grow wild* 
And let in fears of ugly form upon me. 

Man, My heart won't let me speak it ; but remember, 
Monimia, poor Monimia, tells you this: 
We ne*er must meet aj^n 

Cat, Ne*er meet again ? 

Man, No, ncTcr. 

Cot. Where's the power 
On earth, that dares not look like thee, and say so? 
Thou art my heart's inheritance: I senr'd 
A long and faithfnl slavery for thee ; 
And who shall rob me of the dear-bought blessing? 

Mon, Time will clear all ; but now let this content 
HeuTon has decreed, and therefore Tto resolv'd [you : 
(With torment I must tell it thee, Oastalio), 
Bver to he a stranger to thy Iotc, 
lo some hr distant eountrr waste my life. 
And from this day to see thy face no more. 

Cat. Why tum'st thon from me; I'm alone already. 
Methlnks 1 stand upon a naked beach, 
Sighing to winds, and to the seas ooroplaining, 
Whilst afar off the Tessd sails away. 
Where all tlie treasure of my soul's embark'd ; 
Wijt thon not torn?— Oh I oonid those eyes but speak, 
I should know all, for love ia pngnant in 'em ; 
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They swell, Ibey preM their htama opon me still : 
Wilt thou not speak? If we most part for ever. 
Give me bat one kind word to think npon. 
And ptesse mjself withal, whilst my heart's breftkinir. 

Mon, Ah! poorCasUlio! TExi. 

Cos. What means alt this? Why all this stir to plague 
A single wretch? If bat your word can shake 
This, world to lUoms, why so much ado 
With me? think me bat dead, and lay me so. 

Enter Polydore. 

Pal To live, and liye a torment to myself* 
What dog woold faear't, that knew but bis condition? 
We've little knowledge, and that makes us cowards. 
Because it cannot tell us what's to come. 

Cos. Who's there? 

Pol. Why, what art thon? 

Ca$. My brother Polydore? 

Pol. My name is Poljdore. 

Cas. Canst tboa inform me>~— 

PoL Of what? 

Cai. Of my Monimia? 

PoL No. Good day! 

Cas. In haste ! 
Methinks my Polydore appears in sadness. 

Pol. Indeed ! and so to me does nky Castalio. 

Cm. Dol? 

Pol. Thoo dost. 

Cas. Alas, I've wondrous reason ! 
I'm strangely alter'd, brother, since I saw thee. 

PoL Why ? 

Cas. I'll tell thee, Polydore; I would repose 
Within thy friendly bosom all my follies ; 
For thou wilt pardon 'em, because they're nine. 

Pol. Be not too orednlous; consider first. 
Friends may be false. Is ihcn^ no friendship false? 

Cos. Why dost thou ask me that? Does this appear 
Like a false friendship, when, with open arms 
And streaming eyes, 1 run upon thy breast P 
Oh f His in thee alone 1 most have comtortl 
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Pol. 1 fear, Castalio^ I have none 16 give Ibee. 
Cat. DoBl thou not love me then? 
PoL Oh, more than life ; 
I never had a thouf^bt of raj Gaatalio, 
Might wrong the finendship we had vow*d together. 
Hast thou dealt so by me? 
Cos. I hope I have. 

Pol* Then tell me why this morning, this disorder? 
Cos. O Polydore, 1 know not how to tell thee; 
Shame rises in my faoOf and interropts 
The story of my tongue. 

PoL I grieve, my friend 
Knows any thing whieh he's asbam'd to tell me. 

Cos. Oh, moon too oft Dor destiny oontriv'd 
To plague us both with one unhappy love ! 
Thou, Tike a friend, a constant, gen'rous friend. 
In its first pangs didst trust me with thy passion, 
Whilst 1 sUU smooth'd my pain with smiles before thee. 
And made a oontraot I ne*er meant to keep. 
PoL How! 

Cat. Still new ways 1 studied to abuse thee, 
And kept thee as a stranger to my passion. 
Till yesterday 1 wedded with Monimia. 
PoL Ah ! Castalio, was that well done? 
Cat. No ; to conoeAPt from thee was much a fault. 
PoL A fault! when thou hast heard 
The tale Til tell, what wilt thou call it then? 
Cat. How my heart throbs ! 
Pd. First, for thy friendship, traitor, 
I cancel't thus : after this day I'll ne'er 
Hold trust or converse with the false Castalio I 
This witness, heaven. 

Cat. What will my fate do with me? 
I've lost all hapjiinesa, and know not why I 
What means this, brother? 

PoL Peijor'd, treaoh'roua wretch. 
Farewell ! 

Cat. I'll be thy slave, and thou shalt use me 
Just as thou wilt, do but forgive me. 
PoL Never. 
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Cat, Oh! thiok a little what th^ Iteart w doing: 
How, from oar infancy, we hand in hand 
Have trod tho oath of life in lore together. 
One bed has held an, and the same desires. 
The same aversions, still emploj'd onr thooichts. 
Whene'er had I a friend that was not Poljdore*8, 
Or Poljdore a foe Uiat was not mine? 
E'en in the womb we embrao'd; and wilt thoa now. 
For the first fault, abandon and forsake me? 
Ifeave me, amidst ailliotioDS, to m jself, 
Plonff'd in the gulf of grief, and'none to help me? 

PoL Go to Monimia; in her arms thoo'ltnnd 
Repose; she has the art of healing sorrows. 

Cat. What arts? 

PoL Blind wretch ! thoa hosband ? there's a qoestion ! 
Is she not a • 

Cat, What? 

PoL Whore? 1 think that word needs no explaining. 

Cat. Alas! I can forgive e'en this to thee; 
Bat let me tell thee, Poljdore, I'm griev'd 
To find thee guilty of saoh low revenge. 
To Mrroog that Tirtoe which thoa oooldst not rain. 

PoL It seems 1 lie then! 

Cat. Should the bravest Aian 
That e'er wore oonq'ring sword, bnt dare to whisper 
What thou proclaim'st, he were the worst of liars. 
Mj friend may be mistaken. 

Pol. Damn the evasion ! 
Thoa mean'st the worst! and he's a base-bom villain 
That said Hied I 

Cat. A base-born villain ! 

PoL Yes ! thoa never oam'st 
From old Aoasto's loins : the midwife pot 
A cheat upon my mother ; and, instesd 
Of a true brother, in tlie cradle by me 
Piao'd some coarse peasant^ cub, and ihoo art he ! 

Cat. Tlioa art my brother still. 

PoL Thou liesl! 

Cat, Nay, then TDrau f . 

Yet lam calm. 
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PoL A oowardValwajB bo. 
Ca$, All !--«Ii !— ibftt sUngs bome ! Coward ! 
PoL Ay, bane-boro ooward ! viiluti I 
Cos. Tbia to tby heart, tlieo, though my mother bore 
thee! 
[Tkey^ht; Polydore dropt kit Sword, and rum 
on CiUtaiiio*t. 
Pol. Now iDj Caslalio ia again niy friend. 
Cos. What have I done? mj awora is in thy breast. 
Pu/. So would 1 have it be, thoo best of ineo, 
Tiiou kindest brother, and thoo truest friend \ 

Cos, Ye goda ! we're taught that all your works are 
justice *. 
Ye*re painted nieroiful, aod friends to innocence : 
If so, then why these plagues upon my head ? 

PoL Biauie not the beav'iis, 'tis Polydore has wrong'd 
thee; 
I've stain'd thy bed ; thy spotless marriage joys 
Uave been polluted by thy brother's lust. 
Cat. By thee? 

PoL By me, last night, the horrid deed 
Was done, when all things slept but rage and invest. 
Cat. Now, Where's Monimia? Oh I 

Enter Monimia. 

Man, I'm here! who calls me? 
Methought I beard a voice 
Sweet as the shepherd's pipe upon the mountains, 
When ail his little flock^s at feed before him. 
But what meaus this ? here's blood ! 

Cat. Ay, brother's blood! 
Art then prepar'd for everlasting pains ? 

Pol, On ! let me diarge thee, by th' eternal justice. 
Hurt not her tender life ! 

Cat. f4ot kill her? 

Mon. That task myself hare 6nish'd : 1 shall die 
Before we part : I've drunk a healing draught 
For all mv cares, and never more shall wrong thee. 

PoL Oh, she's innocent. 

Cat. Tell me that story, 
And thQH wilt make a wretch of me indeed. 
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PoL Hadst thou, Gaatalio, os'd me like a friend. 
This ne'er bad happen'd ; badsi thou let me know 
Thj marriage, we had all bow met in joj: 
Bat, ignorant of that. 

Hearing ~lii' appointment made, enrag'd to think 
Thou hadst andone me in suooesBfuI love, 
I, in the dark, went and snpplj'd thy place ; 
Whilst all the night, midst our triomphant jo^s. 
The trembling, tender^ kind, deoeivM Monimia, 
Embrao'd, caress'd, and call'd me her Gastalio. [^Dies. 

Mon. Now, my Gastalio, the most dear of men. 
Wilt thoa receive pollation to thy bosom. 
And close the eyes of one that has betrayed thee ? 

Cos. O, I'm the anhappy wretch, whose corsed fiile 
Has weigh'd thee down into destruction with him : 
Why th^ thus kind to me! 

mon. When I'm laid low i'th* grave, and quite for- 
gotten, 
May'st thoa be happy in a fairer bride! 
But none can ever love thee like Monimia. 
When I am dead, as presently I shall be 
(For the grim tyrant grasps my heart already). 
Speak well of me : and it thou find ill tongues 
'Too busy with my fame, don't hear me wrong'd ; 
Twill be a noble justice to the memory 
Of a poor wretch, once honour'd with thy love. \^Dies. 

Enter Chamomt and Acasto. 

Cham. Gape, earth, and swallow me toqoiok destruc- 
tion, 
If I foi^ve your house ! 
Ye've overpower'd me now ! > 
But, hear me, heav'n ! — ^Ah! here's a scene of death! 

My sister, my Monimia, breathless ! Now, 

Ye pow'rs above, if ye have justice, strike ! 

Strike bolts through me, and through the cursed Gastalio I 

Cos. Stand off! thou hotrbrain'd, boisleroas, noisy 
And leave me to my sorrows. [ruffian ! 

Cham. Hj the love 
I bore her living, I will ne'er forsake her; 
But here remain till my heart burst with sobbing. 
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Cos. Vanisb, I charge Uiee ! or [Draws a Dagger. 

• Cham. ThoQ canst not kill me! 
That would be kindness, and asainst thj natnre! 

Acas. What means Gastaliof Sore thou wilt not pull 
More sorrows on Ihj ased father's head ! 
Tell me, I beg you, tellme the sad cause 
Of all this ruin. 

Cos. Thou, unkind Chamont, 
Unjustly hast pursued me with thy hate, 
And sooght the life of him that never wrong'd tliee : 
Now, if thou wilt embrace a noble veugeance, 
Come join with me, and curse 

Cham. What? 

Acas, Have patience. 

Cas. Patience! preach it to the winds, 
To roaring seas, or raging fires ! for oors'd 
As I am now, 'Us thici most give me patience: 
Tbas 1 find rest, and shall complain no more. 

[Stabs himself. 
Chamont, to thee m^ birthright I bequeath : — 
Comfort my mourning father — heal his griefs ; 

[Acasto faints into the Arms <f a Servant, 
For I perceive they nil with weight upon him-^— 
And, for Monimia's sake, whom thou wilt find 
I never wrong'd, be kind to poor Serina—— ~ 
Now all I beg is, lay me in one %nLve 

Thus with my love Farewell I 1 now am — nothing. 

[Dies. 

Cham. Take care of good Acasto, whilst I go 
To search the means by which the fates have plago'd us. 
'TIS thus that lieav'n its empire does maintain : 
It may afilict; bnt man mnst not complain. [Exeunt. 



EPILOGUE. 

SPOKEN BY SERINA. 

You've aeen one orphan ruinM here ; and I 

May be Ike next, if old Acaslo die t 

Should it prove so, I'd fain amongst 3^00 find 

Who 'lis would to the iatlierleM be kind. 

To whose protection migrht I safely go? 

Is there anionp^ you no ^ood nataref No. 

What shall 1 do? Should 1 the godly seek. 

And go a convenlicling twice a week ? 

Qnit the lewd stage, and its profane poilation, "} 

Affect each form and saint-like institution } S 

So draw the brethren all to contribution i } 

Or shall 1 (as 1 guess the poet may 

Within these three days) fairly ran away? 

»o; to some city lodging ill retire; 

Seem very grave, and privacy desire; 

I'ill I am thought some heiress, rioli in laods. 

Fled to escape a cruel guardian's hands ; 

Which may produce a story worth the telling, 

Of the next sparks that go a fortune stealing. 
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THE ORPHAN OF CHINA. 

Voltaire's tragedy of this name, and his play 
of Cornelius Heraclics, are supposed to have 
farniabed Mr. Marpby with some of bis materials 
for the drama before ns ; which was first produced 
at Drary Ldine Theatre in 1759. A groundwork 
tar it is also to be found in a dramatic piece, 
transhited from the Chinese, in Do Halde*s His- 
tory of China. 

Mrs. Yates gave celebrity to this drama by the 
first display of her great talents; Mr. Garrick 
also greatly contributed to its success. In 1777 
it was revived and acted at Coven t Garden, but 
with considerably less effect than on its former 
appearances. 



PROLOGUE. 

BY WILLIAW WHITEHEAD, ESQ. POST LAUREAT. 
SPOKEN BY MR. HOLLAND. 
BN0t7GH of Gfteoe «ud Roqie : tb' exhausted slor* 
Of etlber nation now can cLarin no raoce. 
Ev'aadvenUtioas helps in vain we try : 
Our trinuiphs langai«i in the publio eye; 
And grave prooessions, mosioallj ilow,. 
Uejre pass ooheeded, as a lord oiajror's show. 

On eagle wings the poet of to-night 
Soara for fresh virlnes to the. source of light ; 
To China's eastern realms : and boldly bears 
Confucius' morals to Britannia's ears. 
Accept th' imported boon ; as eohoing Greece 
. Reoeiv'd fr«m waod'ring chiefs her golden fleece } 
Nor only richer bj the spoils become. 
But praise th' advent'rous youth who brings them home. 
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One dubious character, we own, be draws, 
A |>atriot aealoos in a monarch's cause! 
Nice is the task the varjin? hand to j^nide* 
And teach the blending comors to divide ; 
Where, rainbow-like, th' encroaching tinls ioTade 
Eaeh other's bounds, and mingle light with vhade. 

If then, assidooos to obtain his end. 
Yon find too far the subject's seal extend ; 
If undisCingnish'd lojallj prevails. 
Where nature shrinks, and strong affection fidlSy 
On China's tenets charge the fond mistake, 
And spare his error for his virtue's sake. 

From nobler motives our allegiance springs. 
For Britain knows no right divine in kings : 
From freedom's choice that boasted right arose. 
And throup^h each line from freedom^s choice It flows. 
' Justice, with mercy joinM, the throne maiatains; 
And in his people's hearts our monarch reigns. 
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SCENE^PsKty, Capital cf China. 



ACT TTf E FIRST. 




SCENE I. 
Enter Etan, meeting Selim. 

Eton. Selim, from wbenoeP What station? From 
what post? 
How stands the &te of China? Whence that tamult^ 
That mingled borsl of horror and despair, 
That rose to heav'n, as if the soond imported 
The wreck of nature? 

Selim, With too sore presage 
It speaks the fall of China: all who rosh'd 
With eager hope this morning to jon plains. 
To learn the earliest tidings of their &te, 
Now back recoil ; tber p»oar into the city ; 
Disroaj and horror wild in evVy face! 
Soon as they reach'd the gates, a peal of groans 
Burst forth at once! Then silence deep and vast 
Ensued, and sorrow without tongue or utterance ^ 
Bioams through each street; matrons and hoary sires. 
All to their sev'ral habitations press, 
Embrace their young ones, and in pensiye mood 
Await their final doom. 

Eton. Then Timurkan 
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Hm ooiiqoer*d, and that burst, tiiat rent the akiflBy 
Was the last gasp of freedom and of laws, 
A dying nation's xroan! — ^This dead repose 
Deepens the Jiorror of the dreadful scene. 
Where, Selim» is mj father? Where is Zamli ? 

Selim, On the high rampart near the eastern gale 
But now 1 left him : from that post he views 
The gen'ral panic; there beholds the ruin. 
Til' inevitable ruin that surrounds us. 



I for awhile suppressed his voice ; 
With folded arms he stooa ; then with a si^h 
His laboring bosom heaved ; at length be cned^ 
The Ttftar has prevail'd, and resignation 
Is now tlie only virtue fate has led us. 

EUm, To bow the neck to the fell Tartar's yoke; 
Is that the resignation heav'n demands? 
No; let us sumrooo^ all that's lefiof valour, 
Oppose thp Tartar's entry, man the works. 
And arm each hand for freedom. Timurkan 
Will shrink and look dismayed, when he beholds 
That we have spirits here, who still can mock 
His utmost rage, aipd on the brink of ruin 
l^natch the stiU wav'ring, the unsettled victory 
Bv'n from the conou'ror's sword. 

Selim. My friend, forbear; 
This tow'riug spirit, this impetuous ardour. 
Can nought avail ; can only heap destruction 
On thee, on Zamti, and that best of women. 
Your wretched mother, the forlorn Blandane; 
Whose ev'ry sentiment, whose ev'ry passion. 
Big with the image of a much-lov'd son. 
Still turns to thee; ev'n from her countiy's c 
And our long line of kings, to thee she turns. 
With the strong ardour of maternal love. 

Eton, Yes, Selim, yes ; her tenderness of soul, 
Bver awake, alarm'd, and prone to melt 
For other's good, regardless of herself, 
Stiu'ls and turns pale at ev'ry cloud that lowers; 
Sees fancied ills, and each sad moment proves 
The strong vioissitode of hope and fear. 
Be it thy care, my friend, to see Mandane; 
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AMOAge her troabled spirit : in this hour. 
This crisis of onr &te, let her remain 
Safe in her lone retreat: Til round the walls, 
And seek mj father's presence : in bis soul 
Mr voice shall wake the patriot flame, and roase 
All that is hero in him. Selim, yes : 
We'll dare for liberty, or bravely die. [£nt. 

Selim. Go, gen'roos yonth; go seek thy father^ pre- 



From him thon'lt learn how vain tliis swelling tide 
Of desp'rate valour. — Ha! Mandane comes, 
And her looks speak the horror of the time. 

Enter Mandanb aud Mirvan. 

Man* No, never, Mirvan, never — urge no more; 
TIs vain, 'tis ineffectual. Gracious heav'n ! 
Will not this palace drench'd in gore, the crown 
Of China's kings ix'd on the Tartar's brow; 
Will not a tract of twenty years in bondage ; 
Ah ! will not these suffice, without fresh cause 
Of bitter angoish in Ddandane's breast? 

Jiftr. The measure of onr woes has long been full. 
Onr kings dethron'd, onr countrj laid in ruin ; 
Nought else is worth a pang. 

Jnoii. Yes, all ; we all 
Must feel the kindred touch : each day the cries 
Of widows, orphans, &ther»son, and brother 
In vain are sent to heav'n ; the ruthless fury 
Of these barbarians, these aocnrs'd invaders, 
Bams with increasing fire; the thunder still 
Rolb o'er our heads, engend'rinff in its conrso 
New flame, new vengeance, with collected wrath 
To burst at once, and bnry os in ruin. 

Mir. And quickly fall it must: the hand -of heav'« 
Wmji^hs this great empire down. 

man. No— tax not heav'n ! 
Almighty justice never bares its arm 
'Gainst innocence and truth : 'tis Timurkan, 
That fell barbarian, that insatiate waster. 
May corses blast the TarUurl— He— 'tis he 
Has bore down all; and still his reeking sword* 
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In yonder field of death, where Corea's lroo|M 
Made their last stand for liberty and China, 
Crimsons the land with blood. — ^Iliis battle lost— 
And is there then no hopeP-^The Tartar comes — 
In triumph said'st tiiou r—From what qnarler ? — How, 
Whence came the tidings? 

SeUm. Prom yon lofty tow'r. 
As my dye strainin§f toward tlie distant plain 
Sent forth an anxious look, through clouds of dast 
The sarage bands appeared ; the western sun 
Gleam *d on their burnished helms j and soon a ahont 
From their .glad mnltitude proclaimed th* approach 
Of Timurkan : once more inflamed with conquest 
The tyrant comes, and soon within our walls 
Uprears his eonq'ring banner. 

Man, Selim»go; 
Again look out; gather the flying news, 
And let me know each circumstance of ruin. [£xtt&<iiN. 

Mir, Better suppress those unavailing tears; 
That fruitless flood of grief. 

Man. It will not be; 
Ev'n midst the horrors of this dismal hear. 
When fate has all transferred from lost Gathai, 
To vile barbarian hands; yes, even now, 
-In these black moments of despair and ruin. 
This heart revolting from tlie public cause. 
Bleeds from a private source : bleeds for the woes 
That hang o*er Zamti's house. 

Mir, moh sun that rises. 
Brings some new grief; and where our (ale will stop, 
Hbav'n only knows. 

Man. Ay, there — there lies the thought 
At which imagination starts appall'd 
With. horror, at tlie scene her busy workings 
Have coloured to my sight; there lies the thoaght 
That wakens all a mother's fears. Protect, 
Ye pow'rs, protect my son ! 

Mir. Yo|ir son, Mandane! 
Have you not cheok'd his ardour? with your lean. 
Your soft authority, restrain'd the hero 
From the alarms of war? 
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Man. Unooqsoioan aiaii ! 
Thoa little know'st his danger; but that tnitb 
Mast iiever pass these lips. 

Mir. I hope Mandane 
Doobts not Biy honest aeai.> Foil well yon know, 
I bear this tvrant deep and mortal hate ; 
That nnder him I list» and wear this garb. 
In hopes that some occasion roaj arrive 
When I may strike the nnezpected blow, 
Aiid do my coontry right. 

Man. Thy loyalty. 
Thy truth and honour, have been ever spotless. 
Besides the wrongs, the countless wrongs, the wounds 
He gave your injured family and name— 

mir. Alas ! those wonnda mast still lie bleeding here, 
Untented by the hand of time. Not all 
His lenient arls, his favours heap'd upon me. 
Shall cool the burning anguish of my soul. 
What he, who slew my fatlier!. dragged my listery 
Blooming in years, to his detested bed ! 
Yes, tyrant, yes; thy unextingnish'd foe 
Dwells in this bosom — surely then to me 
Mandane may reveal her griefs. 

Afon. No more— 
My woes must rest conoeal'd — ^yet should the Tartar 
Learn from the captives of yon vanquished host, 
That China's orphan breathes the vital air. 
And to himself unknown, within his breast 
Unconscious, bears the gen'rous glowing flame 
Of all the virtues of his ancient nne ; 
Oh ! shouM ihey know that the dear youth survives, 
Their fury then would kindle to a blaze 
Might spread destruction round ; and in the ruia 
My blameless son must perish. 

Mvr. Seek not thus 
To multiply the ills that hover round you, 
Nor from the stores of busy Auioy add 
New shafts to fortune's quiver. 2amti's oare 
Averts impending danger from his friends; 
And o'er the mandarin his manners pure, 
And saore4 function, have difTos'd an air 
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Of venenble awe, which ev'n om teach 
These northern foes to soften into men. 

Man. Yeif Mirvan, jes, religion wears a mien 
In Zamti's person so sererely miid, 
That the fierce Scythian rests upon his spear. 
And wonders what he feels: such is the charm 
Of heartfelt Tirtiie ; such is nature's force 
That speaks abroad, and in rode, northern hearU 
Can stamp the image of an awfnl God ! 
From that source springs some hope. Wretch that I am ! 
Hope idly flutters on my trembling tongue. 
While melancholy, brooding o*er her wrongs. 
Lays waste the mind with anguish and despair. 
What noise is that? 

Mir. Compose this storm of grief; 
In every sound your fimcy hears the Tartar. 
Tis Zamti this way bends. 

Man, Celestial powers ; 
What labVing 8i|rhs heave in his breast! what horror 
Rolls in the patnofs eye! Tbou, Mirvan, leave me. 
Leave me in those lovM arms to meet our fate. 

^£jrat MirvttH. 

Enter Zamti. 
Zamti! 

Zamti Mandane! 

Jkfan. Ah! what hast thoo seen? 
What heard? Say, quickly tell— has late decreed 
The doom of China? 

ZamtL China is no more: 
The eastern world is lost; the glorious fiibric, 
For ages that has stood the seat of empire. 
Falls with the universe beneath the stroke 
Of savage power; &1U from its towering hopes, 
For ever, ever fall'n! 

ilfan. Vet why, ye powers. 
Why should a tyrant, train'd to lust and murder, 
A lawless ravager from barren wilds. 
Where cheerful day ne'er dawns, but low'riog heavea 
For ever rolls a turbulence of clouds ; 
Why should a monster thus usurp the world. 
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And trample fiur iDte^rity and tralh 
Beneath his ruffian feetP 

Zamti. Fkr henee, M aodane, 
ThoM happT dajf, alas! are fled, when peace 
Here nnrs'd her blooming olivee, and shed round 
Her foelering in6nenoe~in vain the plan 
Of aaored laws by hoary elders taoji^t ; 
Laws, founded on the liase of pobho weal. 
Gave lessons to the world : in vain Gonfooins 
Unlook'd his radiant stores of moral tmth ; 
In rain fair science, and each tender muse, 
Beam'd every elegance on polisb'd life: 
Barbarian power prevails. Whate^nr the wise. 
Whatever toe sons of cenios oonld inspire. 
All that bright art coald give, most fade away. 
And every virtne wither at the blast 
Of northern domination. 

Jlf an. Fatal hour I 
More fkUt ev'n than that which first beheld 
This race accurst within these palace walls^ 
Since hope, that balm of wretched minds, if now 
IrrevocaDly loat 

Zamti, Name not the day 
Which saw this dty saoli'd: fresh stream my eyes, 
Fresh bleeds my heart, whene'er the sad idea 
Comes o'er my tortor'd mind. Why, cruel powers. 
Why in that moment could not Zamti fall ? 

Man. Thy office, and the symbol of thy god, 
Made ev'n the conqaeror suspend his blow, 
And murmur soft humanity. High heaven 
Protected thee for its own great deMgns. 

Zamti. Yesp mj Mandane, in that boor of carnage, 
For purposes yet in the womb of time, 
'I was reserv'd; 1 was ordain'd to save 
The royal child, the dear, the precions babe. 
The last of all my kings. PuU twenty jrears 
I've hid him from the world, and from himself; 
And now 1 swear— kneel we together here. 
While in this dreadful pause our souls renew 
Their aolemn parpose. [Tkey kneel:] Thou ali-gradous 
Whose totelai7 can hath watoh'd the fate [Being, 
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Of Cfaina*8 orphan^ who hast taa^t his steps 
The paths of safety, still envelop him 
In sevenfold night, till joor own hoar is oomoj 
Till your alow jostioe see the dread ocoasion 
To ropse his soul, and bid him walk abroad 
Vicegerent of yoor power ; and if thy servant. 
Or this his soft associate e'er defeat. 
By any word or deed, the great design. 
Then straight may all yoor horrible displeasure 
Be launched opou us from your red right arm, 
And in one rmn dash as both together^ 
The blasted monuments of wrath. 

Man. That here, , 
Mandane vows ne'er to betray his oaose, 
Be it enroird in the records of heaven. [Theff ritt: 

Zatttti. And now rav heart more lightly beats ) me* 
With strength redoubled I can meet the shock [thinks 
Of adverse fate. 

Man, And lo ! the trial comet. 
Elan, why sodden thus 

Re-enter Etam. 

Eton. My honoured father. 
And yon, my helpless motb^, ah! where now. 
Illustrious, wretched pair, where will yoa fly? 
Where shall your miseries now find a shelter? 

Zamlu In virtue t 1 and this dear fiuthfol woman, 
We ask. no more. 

Jtfan. Ohj say—what new event 
Brings on the work of fate ? 

Zamti. Sav, does the Tartar 
Return, anglutled yet with blood ? 

Eton. He does. 
Ev'n now his triumph moves within oar gates 
In dread Barbaric pomp: the iron swarms 
Of Hyperboreans troop along the streets 
Reeking from slaughter; while, from gaming crowds 
Of their dire oountrymen, an oproar wild 
Of joy feroeioas throngh th' astonish'd air 
Howis like a northern tempest O'er the ranks. 
Frond in sapeiior emiBenoe of goUt« 
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The tjnuit rides sablimo; behind hia oar, 
The refuse of his sword, a eaptire trnn 
Display their honest scars, and gnash their teelh 
With rage and desperation. 

Man. Grnel late! 

Eton. With these a youth, distingoish'd from the rest. 
Proceeds in sullen march ; heroic ore 
Glows in his cheek, and from his ardent eye 
Beams amiable horror. 

Man. What of this youth? 

ZanUi, Be not alarm'd, Mandane. What of him? 

Eton. On him all eyes are fix'd with euger gaze. 
As if th^r spirits, struggling to come forth, 
Would strain each visual nerve; while through the 
A busy murmur ran — " If fame say right, [crowd 

Beneath that habit lurks a prince, the last 
Of China's race."— The murmur spreads abroad 
From man to man, and all with one acclaim 
Pronounce their vengeance on him. 

Man. Why on him? 
Why on that youth? 

jZamti Ye groundless terrors, hence! [iliide. 

Eton. And yet, my father, this heroie yooth-^ 
Oh ! should he be the prince^^ 

Zamti. Forbear, yoong man. 
Nor yield to vain surmise: withdraw thee henee 
To the religions grove, whore oft I walk 
In pensive solitnde : 1 there will meet thee. [Exit Eton. 
Heavens! how each blaok'ning hour, in deeper horror^ 
Gomes charg'd with woe! 

Man. Can Hamet be their prisoner? 
Those eyes upturned to heav'n, alas, in vain ! 
Deolare yonr inward oonfliot. 

Zamti. LovM Mandane I 
Heed not the workings of a sickly Ainoy, 
Wrought on by everv popular report. 
Thou know'st, with Morat, I oonvey'd our son 
Far as the eastern point of Corea's realoh; 
There, where no human traee is seen, no sonnd 
Assails the ear, save when the foaming surge 
Breaks on the thetviflg beaoh, tlMt^thera your boy 
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Might mook their buijf SMroh; while here tlie wiae^, 
Trun*d as ^oar own, eludes saspicioo*s eye. 

Re-enter Btan. 
What woaldst thoo, EUa? 

Eton. Eagerly withoat, 
A rev'rend stranger craves access to Zamti. 

Zaimti. Giro hiin admittance. My Mandane, leave 
Retire, my love, awhile; I'll come anon, - fine: 
And fortify thy sool with iSrm resolve, 
Becoming Zaroti's wife. 

Man, Yes, iSamti's wife 
Shall never act unworthy of her lord. 
Then hence Til go, and satisfy each doubt 
This youthful captive raises in my heart, 
Quick panting with its fears. And oh! ye powers! 
Protect my king, my husband, and my son. f £n(. 

Zamti, Mv spirits rush tumultuous to ny hearL 
What may this mean? ' 

Enter Morat. 

Morat. Zamti! 

Zamti, Ha! through the veil 
Of age— that mien, those fieatores— MeratI 

morat. Yes; 
Let me once more embrace thee. 

Zamti, Good old man ! 
But wherefore art thou here? What of my boy? [gin» 

Mir, Ah! what indeed? — Ev'n from the ooean's mar- 
Paroh'd with the spn, and chill'd with, midnight dampa, 
0*er hills, and rocks, and dreary continents. 
In vain I foUow'd. 

Zamti. Why didst let him forth ?r 

Morat, Think not thy Morat org'd him to the.deed^^ 
His valour was the cause ; and soon as fiime . 
Proclaimed the prince alive, the mighty din, 
Of preparation through. all Corea's. realm 
Alarm'd his breast; indignant of control 
He burst his covert ; and now, hapless youth ! 
Alas ! er'n now be drags the conqu'ror^ ohaia. 



drags the conqu'ror^ ohaia. 
say still embraoe her l 
[ may live in freedom. 



Zamti. Mandane then may still'embraoe her son. 
My boy survives, and. still ma' ..... 
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Morat. Alas! the meMora of joor woes is fidl. 
Udcodsoioos of our frmods, the tyrant tMnks 
The prince his prisoner. 

Zamti. Ah! what saysH thon, Morat? [Zamti. 

Morat, Wild throagh the streets the foe calJs oat on 
Thee they pronooooe the author of tbe fraud ; 
And on yonr Hamet threaten instant vengeanpe ! 

Zagati. There was bat this, hot this last stab to nature, 
And here it pierces. — Was it not enough 
To tear my child from his fond mothers arms, 
Doom'd for his prince to wander o*er the world? 
Alas! what neeaed more? — ^Fond, foolish eyes. 
Stop your unbidden gash — I will not yield. 
Oh! what a sacrifice must now be made! 
Morat* But when the truth is known—— 
Zamti. Too cruel task. 
To conquer nature while the heart-strings break, [grief? 
Morat. Why heave those nghs? and why that burst of 
Zamiu My son — his guiltless blood — I cannot speak — f 
Morat, Ha! wilt thou shed his blood? / 

Zamti, Thou wretched father! / 

Morat. Oh! had you known tbe Tirtoes of your son. 
His truth, his courage, his enlightened mind^^ 

^omti I pr^ythee urge no more— here nature's voice 
Speaks in such pleadings, such reproaches, Morat ; 
Here in my very heart— gives woundings here. 
Thou canst not know, and only parents feel 
Morat, And wilt thou, cruel in thy ' 
ZanUi, Forbear, 
In pity to a father— Oh, forbear- 
Think of Zaphimri ! 

Morat. Ah ! how fares the prince? 
Zamti, He fares, mj Morat, like a god on earth, 
Unknowing his celestial origin ; 
Yet quick, intense, and bursting into action ; 
His great heart laboring with he knows not what 
Promgioos deeds; deeds which era long, shall rouse, 
Astoush, and alarm the world. 

Morat, What mean 
Those .mystic sounds? 
Zamti, Revenge, conquest, and freedom! 
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Tbe midnigbt hoar shall oall a chosen band 
Of hidden patriots forth, who, when the foe 
Sinks down in drunken revelry, shall poor 
Tbe gathered rage of twenty years apon him^ 
Aad at one blow redeem the eastern world. 
Morta. By hearen, the glorioos news — ^ 
Zamti, And canst ihoa think. 
To save one valgar life, that Zantt! now 
Will mar Ifae vast design ?— -No, let him Meed, 
Let my boy bleed ! in saoh a canse as oars, 
I can resign my son, with tears of joy 
Resign him ; and one complicated panj^ 
Shall wrench him from my heart llVarUke Music heard*. 
The conqueror comes ! 

This is no boor for parleying. Moral, hence, 
And leave roe to my iui'd reserve. 

MoraU Yet think. 
Think of some means to save yoar son. 

Zamti, No more ; 
It cannot be: tlie soal of Timarkan 
Is bold and stirrins : when occasion calls^ 
He springs aloft like an expanding fire. 
And marks his way with roin. — Sboald I try 
By any virtoous fraad to save my son. 
The tyrant claims Zaphimri ; since he knows 
Tbe prince survives, the thongbt will make him darfng 
Beyond his former crimes ; for joy and riot. 
Which this day*s triumph brings, remorseless rage 
And massacre succeed ; and all our hopes 
Are blasted for an unimportant boy. [Mttsic heard agtshu 

Morat. That nearer sound proclaims his dread an- 
Yet once more, Zamti, think [proacn. 

Zamti, Farewell! Til send 
Those shall conduct thee where Orasming lives: 
There dwell unseen of all. But, Morat, first 
Seek my Mandane. — How shall I support 
Her strong impetuosity of grief, 
When she shall know my fatal purpose? Thoa 
Prepare her tender spirit : sootn her mind. 
And save, oh ! save me from the dreadfol ooofliet, 

[JEarrant. 



ACT THE SECOND. 




SCENE I. 
Enter Mandanb and Mobat. 

Man. Oh! tell me, Mont, tell me of mj ion. 
Is he returned ^ Does lie revisit thus 
His ofttive olimeP And does the Tartar deem him 
Of rojal race desoeaded ? Whence on him 
Could that suspicion glance? 

Morat. This vert morn. 
Ere yet the battle joiu'd, a faithfbl messenger, 
Who throagh the friendly gloom of night bad held 
His darkling wa^, and pasrd the Tartar's eamp. 
Brought me adnoes from the.Corean chidf ; 
That soon as Hamet reached the tented field. 
His story he explained ; the gallant leader 
With open arms reoeiy'd him, knew him for yonr son, 
Train'd him to arms, and granted his request 
To ioin the martial train. 

man. Oh I love of glory, 
Thoo fatal foe to a fond mother's peace ! 
Source of heroic deeds! how bright thy flame 
'*" * "J boy! 
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Moralt. PleM'd with his jouthfol ardour, 
The oaatioiis ohieflaiii knew the son of Zunti, 
In secret knew hin, nor reveaPd he ao^ht 
That touch'd his birth; bat still the bnsj voice 
Of fame, increasing as she goes, through all the ranks 
Babbled abroad each ciroarastance ; from thee 
How be was privately oonve^'d \ sent forth 
A tender infant to be rear'd xn soiitode, 
A stranger to himself. The so)dieB «aw 
With what a gracefol port he mov'd in armSp 
An early hero ! — deemM him far above 
The common lot of life ; deem*d bim Zapbimri \. 
And all with loyalty, with love beheki him. 

'Mian, Oh! I mast see him ; midst the tyrant's ranks 
V\\ seek my son ; from all his father's rirtoes 
He could not dero^te ; his bosom fraught 
With gen'rotts instinct, with eaoh fine incentive 
That prompts the manly deed, he could not loiter 
His days inglorious. Yes, | will behold him, 
See him with indignation clank his chains, 
Perhaps provoke his fate; and in that moment 
His mother shall protect him ; in these arras 
Infold him close, and shelter him from death. 

M<j9at. Yet think, Mandane — ^wlth a mother's fond- 
If vou too rashly thus proclaim your son, [»<B**f 

Who shall protect the prince? 2»phimri then 
By thee is mark'd the victim that must bleed. 

Man, My son shall live. To save Zaphimri's Iife» 
Is iti}f course that I must jield my child ? 
Thou didst not mean it : give mv son a victim? 
Thou art a stranger to a mother's love ; 
Know'st nqt how Zamti dotes upon his boy. 
His heart will ne'er consent — come, let us seek Iiim ; 
He will instruct thee how a father feels. lExiU 

Marat, Yet sUy, Mandane hark!— the TarUr 

comes — [ Warlike Music it heard, 

I dread the wildness of those glowing passions. 
That violence of virtue: strong affection 
Has touoh'd her soul, and fvill not know restraint 

lExit^ 
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Ttoo large folding Doors in the hack Scene are thrown 

open by the Tartars; then enter Timubkan, with hii 

Train. 

Tim, Hail to this regal dome, this gorgeous palace! 
Where this inTentive raoe hare lavisiPd all 
Their eleganoe-^ye gay apartaMots haili ^ 
Beneath jonr storied root, where mimio life 
Glows to the eye, and at tbe painter's toaoh 
A new ereation lives along the walls,/ 
Onoe more reonve a oonqoeror, arrived 
From roogher soeneSi where stern rebellion dar*d 
Draw forth his phalanx, till this warlike arm 
Horl'd desolation on his fidlii^ ranks. 
And now the monster in yon field of death 
Jjies overwbelm'd in min. 

Octar* From this day. 
Beneath the victor's feet, the eastern world 
Jjies bound in adamantine chains. 

Tim. Henoeforth 
Shall Timorkan display his eonqa'riog banners 
From oriental climes to where tbe Tanais 
Devolves his icy tribute to the sea. 

Octor. Bat first this captive prince—-^ 

TVm. Yes, Ootar, first 
Zaphimri prints mv rage — bring him before as— 
For Zamti— he, that false, insidious slave, 
Shall dearly pay the forfeit of his crimes. 

Octar, His j^ilt 'twere best to pardon : vers'd in wiles 
Of sly hypocrisy, he wins the love 
Of the deluded multitude ; 'twould seem, 
Should we inflict the death his frauds deserve, • 
As if we meant destruction to their faith ; 
And when the minds of a whole people bum 
For their religious rites, the fury kindles 
With rage more dreadful, as the source is holy. 

Tim, Thy policy is just: henceforth, my art. 
To make this stubborn race receive tbe yoke. 
Shall be by yielding to their softer manners. 
Their vestora, laws^ and costomi ; Ihos to blend. 
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And make the whole one undistiiigaUh'd people. 

Lo ! where the boj comes forth ! What aullea paaeioiis 

Swell in his breast in vain ! 

Enter Hax«t, in Chains, 
ThoQ art the yoalh» 

Who fiesh'd your sword in dmbj » slaogfater'd Tartar, 
And this day mow*d oar battle down. 

Hamet. I am. 

Tim, Too well I mark'd thy steps, and saw thee open 
A wasteful passace through th' embattl'd plain. 

Hornet. Then be thou witness for me, in that hour 
I never shunn'd your tfaiokest war : and if 
In yonder field, where my poor ooontrymen 
In mangled heaps lie many a rood exiended. 
Kind fate had doom'd me to a noble fidl. 
With this right arm 1 earned it. 

Tim, Say, what motive 
Unsheath'd thy rebel blade, and bade thee seek 
These wars? 

Hornet. The love of hononrable deeds. 
The groans of bleeding China, and the hate 
Of tjranU. 

7\m. Ha!— take heed, rash youth— I see 
This lesson has been taught thee. Ootar, basle, 
Summon the mandarin. Now tremble, slavey 
Thy motive to these wars b fully known. . 
Thou art Zaphimri. 
.. UaimeU 1, ^phimri? 

Tim. Yes; 
Then art Zaphimri! Then! whom treaoherooa guile 
Stole from my rage, and sent to distant wilds. 
Till years and horrid counsel should mature tiiee 
For war and wild commotion. 

Hamet, I the prince ! 
The laflt of China's raoeP nay, mock not majesty, . 
Nor with the borrow'd robes of sacred kings 
Ores» up a wretch like me. Were 1 Zaphimri, 
Thinkest thou thy trembling eve could bear the shook 
Of a much iigur'a king? oouldst thoa ^tain it? 
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Say, oooldst iboa bear to view a royal orphan. 
Whose father, mother, brothers, sisters, all, 
ThT murd'roos arm hath lon^ ainoe laid in dost? 
Whose native crown on thjr ignoble brow 
Thoo dar'st dishonour? whose wide wasted coontry 
Thy desolating sword hath made a wilderness P 

Tim, Thoo hast been tntor*d in thy lone retreat 
Bt some sententious pedant ; soon these vain, 
These torjpd maxims, shall be all snbdoed 
By thy approaching death. 

Hornet, Let death eome on : 
Guilt, gnilt alone, shrinks back appall'd; the brave 
And honest still defy his dart; the wise 
Calmly oaa eye his frown ; and misery 
Invokes his friendly aid to end her woes. 

Tim, Thy woes, presomptoons boy, with all my fears. 
Shall soon lie buried. 

Enter Zamti and Octab. 
Picas fislse one say, 
For well thou know'st, who ia that stubborn youth? 

Zomtt. His air, his features, and his honest mieo 
Proclaim all feir within ; but, mighty sir, 
1 know him not. 

Ttm. Reflect, old man, nor dare. 
As thou dost dread my powV, to practise guile 
Beneath a mask of sacerdotal perady. 
Priestcraft, I think, calls it a pious fraud. 

Zamti. Priestomft and sacerdotal perfidy 
To me are yet unknown : religion's ^b 
Here never serves to consecrate a crime ; 
We have not yet, thank heav'n, so fer imbib'd 
The vioes of the north. 

71m. Thou vile impostor ! 
Know that the slaves, whom this day saw impaPd, 
Have own'd the horrid troth ; have own'd they fought 
To seat Zaphimri on the throne of China. 
Thou, stripling, mark my worda: dar'st thou be honest. 
And answer who thoo art ? 

Uamti, Dure 1 be honest^ 



ft THE ORPHAN OF CHINA. ACT t. 

I dare. A niad growa op in native bonoar 
Dares Dot be otherviie. If tben thy troops 
Ask fron the lighlniDff of whoM blade tbej lled» 
Tell 'em 'twas Hamet's. 

Zamli. Tis; it is my sou— 
My boy— my Hameil [ifltufe. 

Tim. Where was thy abode ? 

Hornet, Par heaoe remote, in Gorea's happy realm^ 
Where the first beams of day with orient blushes 
Tinge the salt wave; there, on the searbeat shore, 
A cavem'd rock yielded a lone retreat 
To virtnofis Morat. 

Zamtu Oh\ ill-fated youth. [A$ide, 

liamet.ThepioQS hermit, in that moss-grown dwelling, 
Foond an asyfnm from heart-pieroing woes. 
From slavory, and thai restless din of arms. 
With which thy fell ambition shook the world ; 
There too the sage nnrtor'd my greener years. 
With him, and contemplation, have I wsJk'd ' 

The paths of wisdom : what the great Confaoitai 
Of nieral beaoty taoght ; whate'er the wise. 
Still wooinf knowledge in her secret haonts, 
JXsclos'd of nature to the sons of men, 
Mr wond'ring mind has heard ; bat, above all, 
The hermit taught roe the most nsefnl soienoe. 
The noUe sdenoe to be brave and good. 

ZaniH. Hear him, immortal pow'rsl — ^HisevW word ' 
Pierces inv heart. [Aside* 

Tim, Who said he was jovf lather? 

Hamet, My birth, the piqns sage, I know not why* 
Still wrapped in silence; and when nrg'd to apeak, 
He only aaswer'd, that a time might come 
When Hamet should not blush to know his lather. 

Tim. Now tben declare, hast thou ne'er heard of Zamti? 

Hamet, Of Zamti? oft enraptur'd with his name. 
My heart has glow'd within me, as I heard 
The praises otthat venerable man. 

Tim, Thou slave! eaeh eironmslanoe arraigns thy 
guilt. [To T — - 

JE/amet.. Can that be Zamti^ 
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Tim. Lo!— Beheld the tniitor ! 

Hamet. Oh! let ne thas adore that re^'rend foriBi 
Thus on mj knees adore. 

Tim, Pernieioas slave ! 
Confosion has o'erta'en thj sabtle frauds, 
Thy guilt is manifest. Now own yoor king ; 
Or to make venireance sure, through all the east 
Each youth shaU die, and carnage thin mankind, 
.Till in the genVal wreck your boasted orphan 
Shall undistingnish*d fall. When treason lurks, 
Each moment's big with danger. Octar, thou 
Attend my words, and see our will obey'd. 

ITaUcs apart with Octar. 

Zamti, Now, rirtuous cruelty, repress my tears. 
CSease your fond conflict, nature! — hear me, Tartar— 
That youth— his air — his look unmans me auite.-— 

Tim. This moment, vile dissembler, speak. 

Zamti. That youth— 
IVe dealt by him, as evVy king would wish— 
In a like case his faithful subjects would. 

Ttm. Dost tboa avow it P triumph, TimnrkaOy 
And in Zaphimri's grave lie hush'a my fears. 
Octar, this moment lead the victim forth 
To yonder stored temple: at the tomb. 
Where the long^boasted line of China's kings 
lies hears'd in death, tliis very hour shall see 
The victim ofler'd to our living Lama, 
For this day's conquest Thence a golden train 
Of radiant years shall mark my future sway. [Exit, 

Zam^i. Flow, flow my tears, and ease my bursting heart. 

Hamet, Nay, do not weep for me, thou good old man. 
If it will close the wounds of bleeding China, 
That a poor wretch like me most yield his life, 
1 give it freel V. — ^If 1 am a king, 
Though sure U eannot be, what greater blessing 
Can a yonng prince enjoy, than to diflfiise 
By, one great act that happiness on millions. 
For which his life should be a round of care ? 
Come, lead me to my fate. [£arit, loith Octar, j'C 

Zamti. Mandane'tairl 
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His mother's dear resemblaooe rives mj soul. 
Yet let him die : jes^ Turtar, wreak tbj fnrjr 
UpoD a helpless, an inglorious boj. 
If from his death this groaning em;>ire rise 
Onoe more itself, respondent, rich in arts 
That haraanne tlie world, he pays a debt 
Doe to his king, his country, and his God. 

Enter Etan. 

Eton, May I approach my lather? — ^Bven now 
I met the oapbVe youth : the ^^'ral voice. 
With one consent, proclaim him China's orphan ; 
And you, sir, you lu^ve own'd th* important truth. 

Zomti. Come nearer, Etan : thou peroeiv'st the toils 
That now eneircle me. 

£tan. But wherefore, sir, 
Whr thus acknowledge him ? Why own the prince. 
And yield him thus to death? 

Zemti, Dream not, Toun^ man, 
To stand secure, yet blooming into life. 
While dtmgers hover round your father's head. 
The stock once fallen, each scion must decay. 

Etan, Then let me perish : witness for me, heaven. 
Could Etan's fall appease the tyrant's wrath, 
A willing victim he would yield his life. 
And ask no {greater boon of heav'n. 

Zamti. This zeal. 
So fervid in a stranger's oaose 

Etan. Aatrangerl 
My king a stranger ! Sir, yon never meant it 
Perhaps yon would explore the fiery seeds 
Of Etan's temper, ever proiODt to blase 
At honour's sacred name ? Perish the man. 
Who, when his country calls him to defend 
The rights of humankind, or bravely die, 
Who then to glory dead can shrink aghast. 
And hold a council with his abject fears. 

Zamtu These low'rings of the soul, alas! are vaio. 
1 know the Tartar .well— we must resign. 

Eton, Oh ! sir, at your command cMh honest baud 
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Will {p'asp a fword, and niidit enoircling guards 

Re«tcb the usarper's heart; or shoald we fail, 

Sboald overwhelming baods obstruol the deed. 

We'll greatly dare to die ; better to die 

With falMnf^ liber|?, than banly lead 

An ignominious life. ZSapbimri lost, 

Ne*er shall fair order dawn ; bat through the land 

SlavVy shall clank her chains, and violation^ 

Rapine, and marder riot at the will 

Of last and lawless pow'r. 

j2amti. ThoQ brave yonng man, 
Gome to this fond embrace.— To ease at once 
Th V ^n'rons fears — ^the prince Zaphimri's safe, 
Safe in my guardian care. 

Eton, This prisoner, sir. 
He is not then the prince? 

ZamtL Obscure by birth. 
He is no public loss. 

Eton, And yet his youth, 
And his untimely &te, plead strongly for him. 
And then melhinks— perhaps 'tis fancy's error, 
Bffethinks he bears a semblance of Mandane. 

2amtt. His words transfix my heart. lAtide, 

Eton, And where, mean time, 
Where is the rOyal heir? If right I judge, 
He will not tamely see a blameless youth 
A victim in his cause* 

Zomtt. Seek not too soon 
To know the prince: now 111 disclose the work. 
The work of vengeance, which my laboring soul 
Has long been &sbioning.— This veij hour, 
Stupemfons ruin bovert o'er the heads 
Gtf this accnrsed race. 

Eton. Ruin! 

Zamti. I'll tell thee— ^ ; 

When Timurkan led forth his savage bands, 
Unpeopling this great city, I then seiz'd 
The hour to tamper with a chosen few ; 
Who have resolv'd. when the barbarians lie 
Buried in sleep and win^ and hoUy dream 
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Tbeir kkw^io o'er astin ; then, then, my soo. 

Id one colleeted blow to borstupoa 'en. 

Like tbeir own northern clouds, whose inidnirbt horror 

Impending o*er the world, ul length breaks forth 

In the vannt lightninf^s blaze, in storms and thander 

Through all the red'ning air, till frighted natore 

Start^m her oonch, and waken to a scene 

Of uproar, and destruction. 

Eton. Oh! my father, 
The glorions enterprise——^ 

Zmati, Mark me, ytfung man. 
Seek thou my friends, Orasming and Zimventi. 
In the dim holy cloister of yon temple 
Thou'lt find them musing ; bid them ne*er abate 
Their high, heroic ardour; let them know 
Whate*er shall fall on this old mouldVing clay, 
The tyrant never shall subdoe my mind. 

Man, [Within] Oh! let me fiy, and find the barb'ront 
man. 
Where, where is- ZSamti ? 

Zamti. Ha I — Mandane*8 roioe!--* 
Go leave me^ Etan, and obeerromy orders. [Exit EttoL- 
Wild as the winds, the mother all alire 
In er'ry heartstring, the forlorn one comet 
To claim her 4>oy. 

Re-enter Mandanb. 

Man, And can it then be true? 
Is human nature exil'd from thy breast ? 
Art thou indeed so barfoVous? 

Zamti, LiOT'd Mandane, 
Fix not your scorpions here— a bearded shaft 
Already drinks my spirits up. 

Man, I've seen 
Thy trusty Moral— I hare beard it all. 

Zamti, I cannot speak to thee. 

Man. Think'st thou those tears. 
Those false, those cruel tears, will choke the ▼cnce 
Of a fond mother's lore now stung to madness? 
Oh ! I will rend the air with lamentatiiMifr 
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Root vp this hair, and beat this throbbing breast; 
Tom all connabtal jojs to bitterness> 
To fell despair, to aifgoish and remorse. 
Unless my son— 

Zamti. ThoQ e?er faithfal woman. 
Oh leaye me to mj woes! 

Minn. Give me my child; 
Tboa worse than Tartar, giye me back my son. 
Oh! giro him to a mother*s eager arms, 
And let me strain him to my heart* 

ZamtL Heay'n knows 
How dear my boy is here ; bat oor first doty 
Now claims observance : to our country's love 
All other tender fondnesses most yield. 
I was a subject, ere I was a (ktber. 

man. You were a sarage, bred in Scythiaii wilds, 
And hnmanizine pity nerer reach'd 
Your heart* Was it for this^ oh I tboa unkind one ! 
Was it for this, oh! thou inhuman father ! 
For this you woo'd me to your nuptial bed? 
For this i clasp'd thee in these circling arms, 
And made this breast your pillow P Cruel, say. 
Are these your to ws ? are these your fond endearments ^ 
Nay, look upon me ; if this wasted form. 
These faded eyes, have turn'd yoor heart against me, 
With grief for you I withered in my bloom. 

ZanUi, Why thus transfix my heart i 

Man. Alas, my son. 
Did I then fold thee in these matron arms 
To see thee bleed ? Thus dost thou then retom ? 
This could your mother hope^ when first she sent 
Her infimt exile to a distant clime? 
Ah! eonld I think thy early love of fiime 
Would urge thee to this peril — ^thas to fall 
By a stern Cither's will ? By thee to die ; 
From thee, inhuman, to receive his doom ! 
Murder'd by thee !— jet hear me, Zamti, bear me ; 
llius on mv knees — ^i threaten now no more— ^ 
Tis natoroTi iroioe that pleads ; natare alarm'd^ 
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mek, trembiuig, wild, toaoh'd to her inmoit feelinj;:, 

^hen force woul4 tear her tender jonog ooes frooi ber. 

Zamti, Oh ! seek not with enfeebling, fond ideas 
To swell the flood of grief! — It is in vKUt-^ 
He most submit to. fiite. 

Man. IRitin^] Barbarian, no; 
He shall not die; rather— I pr^jrthee, Zamti, 
Urge not a grieMistracted woman; tf^emble 
At the wild fory of a mother's love. 

ZanUu I tremble rather at a breach of oaths. 
Bat thoa break thine; bathe year perfidions hands 
In this life-blood; betray th^ righteous cause 
Of all our sacred king^. 

Man. Our sacred kings! 
What are the soepter'd rulers of the world ? 
Form'd of one common clay, are they not all 
Doom'd with each subject, with the meanest slave. 
To drink the oim of human woeP alike 
All leveird by anliction P— Sacred kings! 
I^s human policy sets up their claim : 
Mine is a mothers cause ; yes, mine the cause 
Of husband, wife, and child, Uiose first of ties, 
Superior to your riffht dirine of kings. 

Zamti. Then go, Mandane, thou once faithful woman, 
D^ to this heart in vain! Forget at once 
Those virtqow lessons which I oft have taught thee. 
In fond credulity, while on each word 
You hong enamonr'd — go — to mmurkan 
Reveal tm awful truth; Jbe thou spectatress 
Of mnrder'd majesty— embrace your son. 
And let him lead, in shame and servitude, 
A life u:nobly bought — ^Then let those eyes. 
Those mded eyes, which grief for me hath diniB'd| 
With jpoilty joy reanimate their lustre, 
To bnghlen slavery, and beam their &«s 
On the fell Scythian murderer. 

Man. And is it thus. 
Thus is Mandane known? Come, lead me hence. 
Where 1 may lay down life to save my king. 
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But aare my Hamet too; then, then you'll find 
A heart beats here as warm and greti as thine. 

Zamti. Then make with me one erer-g^lorioos effort, 
And rank with tfaoMt who from the first of lime 
In fame's eternal archives stand rever'd, 
For oonqu'rinjc all the dearest ties of nature. 
To serve the gen'ral weal. 

Man, That savif;e virtue 
Loses with me its horrid charms — ^I've sworn 
To save my king; but should a mother torn 
A dire assassin? — Madness at the tlionrht 
Shoots throui^h my brain — and look! they seize my 

child; 
They lead him forth ; they fix him on the rack ; 
His father — see — ^forbear — his fiither strikes — 
Hold, Zamti, hold — ah! see — he dies — he dies! 

IFamts in his Arms. 

ZanUu She faints, she faints! th' impetuous storm of 
Shakes her weak frame. [passion. 

Enter an Attendant, 
Quickly, Arsaoe, help, 

Supporther; lend your aid— soft! wand'rinn^ life 
Rekindles in her cheek.— Conduct her hence. 

[Exeunt Mandane and Attendant. 
Propitious heaven, behold a fiither's sufferings; 
Support our frailty ; kindle in our souls 
A ray of your divine enthusiasm. 
Such as inflames the patriot's breast, and lifts 
Th' impassidn'd mind to that sublime of virtue, 
That even on the rack it feels the good, 
Which in a single hour it works for millions. 
And leaves the legacy to times unborn. [£nt. 



ACT THE THIRD. 




SGENB I. A Temple, A Tomb in the Middle. 
Enter Mo rat. 

Morat, ThSi ib ibe place, thewo the loof^windiog iaiefl. 
The tolemn mrebes, whose reliffious awe 
Attpoes the mind to melaneholj niosing, 
Such as befits freemen rednc'd to bondage. 
Here Zamii meets his friends; amid theM tombsy 
Where lie the sacred manes of our kings, 
Thev pour their orisons; hold converse here 
With the illnstrioas shades of mnrder'd beroesy 
And meditate a great refrenge--— a groan ! 
The barst of anguish from some care-worn wretch, 
That sorrows o'er his coontrj—- ha! — ^'tis ZamtL 

Enter Zamti from the Tomb. 
Zamti» Who's be that seeks these mansions of thedeadf 
Morat. Tlie friend of Zamti and of China. 
Zamti. Morat! 
Come to mj arms, thou brave, thon gen'rons man J 
1 hare been weeping o*er the sacred relict 
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Of % dear |iHirder'4 king.-^ Where are oar friendi? 
Hast seen Orasming? 

Morat. Through IheM vanlU of death . 
JLonelj he wanders, plojig'd in deep despair. 

Zamti, Hast thou informed him ? Hasl thon anghf 
Touching Zaphimri? [reveai'd 

Morat. There I wait thy will. 

Zamti, Oh! thoa art ever failhfni : on thy lips 
Sits pensive sitenoe, with her ballow'd finger. 
Guarding the pare reoes^ of the mind. 
Hat, lo ! they come. 

Enter Orasmino, Zimventi, ixnd others. 
Droop ye, my gallant friends? 

Oras. Oh! Zamti, all is lost; oar dreams of liberty 
Are vanished into air. Ev'o iieaven, combiu'd 
With lawless might, abandons os and virtue. [tbna 

Zamti. Can ^oar great seals thos shrink within ye? 
From heroes will voa dwindle into slaves? 

Zim. Oh ! oould yoa give ns back the royal orphan ; 
Danger woold smile, and death lose all its terror, 

Zamti, What, would his presence fire you? ^ 

Orat. Yes, by heaven I 
Thia oiji^ht should free us from the Tartar's yoke. 

Zamti, Then mark the care of the all*ruling mind. 
This youthful captive, whom in chains they bold. 
Is not Zaphimri. 

Oras, Zim, Not Zaphimri? 

Zamti, No: - 
Unconscious of himself, and to the world nnknowni 
He walks at large among us. 

Orat, Heavenly powers ! 

Zamti, This night, my friends, this very night to rise 
Refulgent from the blow that frees us all. 
From the usurper's late, the first of men, 
Deliv'rer of his coantry. 

Oras. Mighty gods! 
Can this be possible? 

Zamti, Uiamosltroe. 
This very hour shall give yoa China's heir. 
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What lio ! {Looks at the Tqmb^ oome forth : 'tis ZuntPs 

Toioe that calls. 
Yoa seem transfix'd with wooder; oh, in;|r friends. 
Watch all the motioDB of your risinc spirit. 
Direct your ardour, when anon Toa neai^ 
What fate, long |>reffhant with the vast eTent. 
Is laboring into birth. 

Enter Etan from the Tomb. 

Eton, Each step I mo?e, 
A deeper horror sits on all the tombs; 
The snrines look pale around ; each altar shakes. 
Conscious of some important crisis. 

Zamtu Yes^ 
A crisis great indeed is now at hand. 
Heaven holds its golden balance forth, and weighs 



Zaphimri's and the Tartar's destiny. 
While hov'ring angels tremble i 
Hast thou beheld that picture? 



While hov'ring angels tremble round the beam. 



Etan. Fix'd attention 
Hath gas'd on every part ; yet still to me 
It shadoivs forth the rorms of things unknown. 
All ina^ry obscure, and wrapt in darkness. 

ZemUt. That darkness my informing breath shall clear. 
As mom dispels the night. — Lo ! here display'd 
This mighty kingdom's &11.— Behold that child. 
That royal infant, the last sacred relic 
Of China's kings— see where a mandarin 
Conveys the babe to his wife's fost'ring breast. 
There to be nonrish'd in an humble state; 
While their own son b sent to dimes remote. 
That should the fell usurper e'er suspect 
The prince alive, he for his king might bleed. 
And mock the murd'rer's rsge. 

Etan. Amazement thrills 
Through all my frame, and my mind, big with woodar, 
Feels every power suspended. 

Zamti. Rather say. 
That strong imagination burns within thee. 
Dost thou not feel a more than common ardour? 
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Eton. By heav*n, scrtne impulse never felt before, 
Some strange inspired emotion stirs wilbin me; 
A thousand images all rise at onoe. 
And o'er-inform mj sonl. Oh \ that the Ironr 
Of fate were come. This very night I'll sheathe 
Mj dagger's point deep in the tyrant's heart. 

Zamtt, WiltthoQ? 

Eton, By ev'ry pow'r that now beholds me ; 
By all the mighty dead that round us lie ; 
By all, who this day groan in chains,' I will. 

Zamti, And when tiioa dost, tell the devoted tyrant^ 
It is the prince that strikes. 

Eton. The prince'^ wrongs 
Shall nerve my arm, and urge the blow for freedom 
With tenfold vengeance. 

Zamti. Tell the groaning Tartar, 
It is Zaphimri — 'tis the prince himself. 

Eton, What says m;jr father? 

Zamti. Then art China's orphan ; 
The last of all our kings ; no longer Btair, 
But now Zaphimri. 

Zaph. Ha!~ 

Oras, Mysterious hand 
Of wonder-working beav'n! 

Zaph. Can this m true? 
A busy crowd of cirearostanoes rise; 
Thy frequent hints obscure; thy pious care 
To train my ^outh to greatness ;— lend your aid 
To my astonish'd pow'ra, that feebly bear 
This unexpected shock of royalty. 

Zamti. Thou art, thou art kny sov'reign. Obi my 
friends, 
Morat will tell yon all ; each ciroamstanoe ; 
Mean time — ^lof there, behold—there is your king. 

Morat. Oras. Zim. Long live the ftther of the eastern 
world. lAU kneel, 

Zamti. Sole governor of earth ! 

Zaph. All-ruling pow'rs ! 
Is then a great revenge for all the wrongs 
Of bleeding China; are the fame and Tale 
q 
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Of all potleritj iooladed bere 
Within mj bosom? 

Zamti. All ; yw, all ; the shades 
or your great ancestors now rise before thee. 
Heroes and demi-gods! aloud they call 
For the fell IVUr's blood. 

Zaph. Oh, Zamti : all 
That can alarm the pow'rs of man, now stirs 
In this expanding breast. 

Zamti. Anon to barst 
With hideoos rain on the. foe. My gallant heroes 
Are our friends stalion'd at their posts? 

Orat, They are. 

Zamti. Each gate seenr'd? 

Orat. All safe. 

Zamti. The signal fiz'd? 

(has. It is. Will Mirvan join us? 

Zamti. Doobt him not; 
He pants for vengeance^ — when the assault begins, 
He*n tarn his arms upon th' astouish'd foe, 
And add new horrors to the wild commotion. 

Zaph. Now, bloody tipoiler, now thy hour draws nigh; 
And ere the dawn thy guilty reign shall end. 

Zamti. How my heart burns within me! Oh! my 
friends, 
Gall now lo mjnd the soene of desolation. 
Which Timurkan, in one acoorsed hour 
Heap'd on this groaning land.— Bv'n now I see 
The savage bands o'er purple heaps of slain 
Forcing Uieir rapid way : 1 see theui urge 
With rage unhallow'd, to the sacred temple, 
WImre good Osmingti, with his queen and children, 
Fktigu'd the gods averse. — See where Orphisa, 
Rending Ihe air with agonising shrieks. 
Tears her disfaevell'd hair ; tlien with a look 
Fix'd on her babes, grief chokes its passage op, 
And all the feelings of a mother's broast 
Throbbing in one mix'd pang, breathless she faints 
Within her monarch's arms ; adown his cheek, 
In copious streams, fast fiuw'd the maoJy sorrow ; 
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While olosfrinf; ronnd kis ktie«s his Httle oflbpring, 
In tears allreloaaent, wiUi arms oaUlreloh'd, 
Sue for parental aid. 

Zaph, Go on; the tale 
Will fit me for a scene of horror. 

ZamtL Oh! mv prince; 
The charge which jonr fC^at father gave me, still 
Sounds in m^ ear. Bre yet the foe borst in, 
** Zamti/' said he, *' preserve mj cradled infant ; 
Saye him from ruffians; train his joDth to rirtae; 
Virtue will rouse him to a g^reat revenge ; 
Or fikiiinff, virtne will still make him happy."^ 
He could no more ; the orfeel spoiler seie*d him. 
And dragg'd mj king, my ever honour'd king, 
The father of hu people ; basely dragg'd him. 
By his white rev'rena locks from jonder ailar. 
Here on the blood-stainM pavement ; while the queeu 
And her dear fondlings, in one mangled hei^y 
Died in each other's arms. 

Zaph. Revenge! revenge! 
With more than lion's rage fll spring upon him, 
And at one blow relieve tne groaning world. 
Let 08 tills moment carry sword and fire 
To yon devoted walls, and whelm him down 
In ruin and dismay. 

Zamti. Zaphimn, no; 
By rashness you may mar a noble cause. 
To you, my friends, I render up my charge ; 
To you I give^oor king! — farewell, my sovereign. 

Zaph, Zamti — thou genVoos man !— a thousand feel- 
ings 
Of warmest friendship, all the tendencies 
Of heart-felt gratitude are struggling here. 
And fain would speak to thee, m^ more than father. 
Farewell — sure we shall meet again ! 

Zamti. We shall. 

Zaph, Thou best of friends, farewell. — Orasming, now 
The noblest duty calls — let us remember. 
We are the men, whom from all humankind 
Our fate hath now selected, to stand forth 
Asserters of the pobKo weal; to dreoch oar fwords 
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In the oppreMor*8 heart; to do a deed* 
Which heaT'n, intent oh ita own holj woiic. 
Shall paoM with pleasore to behold. 

[£iit, with Conspiratoru 
Zamti, MtLj the most high 
Poor down hu blessings on him, and anon. 
In the dead waste of night, when awfnl jastice 
Walks with her crimson steel o'er slaogbter'd heaps 
Of groaning Tartars, may he then direct 
His youthfol footsteps through the paths of peril; 
Oh! may he guide the horrors of the storm. 
An ansel of vour wrath, to point vonr yengeanoe 
On evVy guilty head. — ^There let him stop. — 
When yon have broken the oppressor's rod, 
Your reign will then be manifest; mankina will see 
That traUi and virtue still deserve your care. 

[il dead March U heard. 
What mean those deathful sounds? Again they lead 
My boy to slaufj^hter.— Fond, parentalfeelings! 
Tear, tear me piecemeal ! still you plead in vain. 
Ye host of beav'n, look down; behold me here 
Beleagur'd thus with ills: I now must prove 
PerjuPd to you — or cease to be a lath^. 
In your own cause support me ; lend me strength 
To triumph o'er that nature which yon gave. 

A dead March* Enter Octar, Uamet, Guards, j-c. 

Octar. HeuB let the victim fall, and with his blood 
Wash bis forefather's tomb. The bated race 
Shall here lie orush'd, and from this glorious sera 
The eastern world, through all her wide domain. 
Shall bend submissive to the Scythian yoke. 

Hamet, [Standing near the Tomb] Where is the 
tyrant? I would have him see. 
With envy see the unconquer'd pow'r of virtue; 
How it can calmly bleed, smile on the rack. 
And with strong pinion soar above his pow'r. 
To regions of perennial day. 

Octar. Hie conquoror 
Sliall mark thee well, when at to-morrow's dawn 
Shall be display'd, through the wide city's round. 
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Tbj breftthleM eorse, a speoiade of horror. 
It now befils thee to prepare for death. 

Bamet. 1 am prepared : I have do last or rapine, 
No murders to repent of; undismaT'd 
I can behold all-judging^ beav'ny whose hand 
Still compassing its wondrous ends, bjr means 
InextricaUe to all mortal clue. 
Hath now enclosM me in its awful maze. 
Since *tis by Tour deeree, that thus beset, 
Th' inexorable anjrel hovers o'er me. 
Be your great bidding done. 
Octar, Tlie sabre's ed||;e 
. Thirsts for his blood : dispatch and end his being. 

'Enter Mandane. 

Man. Off, set me free— I mnst, I will have way. 
Me, me, on me convert your rage ; strike here ; 
Plunge in this bosom your abhorred steel, 
And spare his precious life. 

Octar, Hence quickly bear 
This wild, this frantic woman — 

Man, Never, never ; 
You shall not force me hence ; here will I ding 
Fast to the earth, and rivet here my hands 
In all the fury of the last despair. 
He is my son ! — Oh ! spare him ! spare my child ! 

Octar. How, woman! yours! jronrson.' 

Man, Yes, Octar, mine; 
My boy, my Hamet; let my eager love 
Fly all unbounded to him, dasp him thus, 
Thus in his mother's arms — My child! my child ! 

Octar, Suspend the stroke, ye ministers of death. 
Till Timurkan hear of this new event. [£xit. 

Man. Why didst thou dare return ? Oh! rather why 
Didst thou so long defer with ev'ry grace. 
And every growing virtue, thus to raise 
Your mother's dear delight to rapture? 

Hamet, Lost 
In the deep mists of darkling ignorance. 
To me my birth's unknown. But sure that look. 
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ThoM lean, those sbrieks, that animaled grier, 
Defying danger, all declare th' effect 
Of natare's workings in a parent's heart. 
Then let me pay mj filial duty here, 
Koeel to her native dignity, and poor 
In tears of joy, the transport of a son. 

Man, Thoa art, thou art my son ; tky Other's face ; 
His er'ry feature bioominr in his boy. 
Oh! tell me, tell me all; bow hast thou lir'd 
With Tirtoous Morat? bow did he aopport 
In dreary solitade thy tender years?. 
How train thy growing virtue? <|niokly tell me; 
Oh ! tell me all, and onarm me with tbr tongoe. 

Hamet, Mvsterious powVs! have I then liv'd to tbis? 
Thus on the brink of death to find a parent. 
In virtue firm^ m^estic in distress. 
At length to fed unutterable bliss 
In her dear cirding arms? 

Re-enter Octab, with Timurkan, fc. 

Tim, Where is this wild, 
This frantic woman, who with headlong grief 
Suspends my dread oommand? tear them asunder — 
Send her to some dark cell to rave and shriek. 
And dwell with madness; and let instant deatb 
Leave that rash youth a headless trunk before me. 

Man, Now, by the ever-bnrnin^ lamps, that ligbt 
Our holy shrines, by great Gonfuoins' allar, 
Bv the prime source of life, and light, and being. 
This is m V child, the blossom of my joys. 
Send for his cruel father; be, 'tis be 
Intends a fraud ; be, for a stranger's life, 
Would give his oflspring to the cruel axe. 
And rend a wretched mother's brain with madness. 

Re-enter Zamti. 

ZamtL Sure the sad accents of Mandane's voiGe 
Struck on my frighted sense. 

Tim. Once more, thou traitor! 
Who is that stubborn youth?— 



SCENE 1. THE ORPHAN OF CHINA. 39 

Zamti. Alas ! what needa 
This iteration of mj |g;nefs? 

Man. Forbear, / 

Thoa iiiarbl«-hearied fatber! — 'tit your aoD ; 
And wooldst thoa see him bleed f 

ZanUi. On him— on him 
Let fall jonr rage. 

Man, Oh! my devoted obild! IFamts. 

Hamet. Sapport her, heaven! support her tender 
'Now, tyrant, now I beg to lire; lo! here [frame. 

I plead for life ; not for ilie wretohed boon 
To breathe the air, which thy apibition taints, 
Bat oh ! to ease a mother's woes; for her. 
For that dear object, let me live for her. 

Tim. Spite of their fraads, the trath begins to dawn : 
In her wud Tehemenee of grief, I hear 
The jgenoine voioe of nature. 

Mmi, IRecoven] Where's my child ^ 
Oh, let me strain him to my heart; thy hard. 
Thy cruel father shall not tear thee from me. 

Tim. Hear me, thou frantic mourner ; dry those tears ; 
Perhaps yoo still may save yoar darling son. 

Man, Oh ! quickly ^ive the means. 
Ttm. Resign yonr king, 
Yoor phantom of a king, and save yoar child. 

Hamet, No, my mooh-honour'd mother, never hear 
The base, the dire proposal ; let me rather 
Exhaust mv life-blood at each gushing vein! 
Mandane then — then vou may well rejoice 
To find yoor child ; then yoo may truly know 
The best delight a mother's heart can prove, 
When her son dies with glory. 

Tim, Curset blast 
The stripling's pride. [Talks apart with Octar. 

Zamtu Ye powers, enthron'd above t 
Yon never meant entirely to destroy 
This groaning land, when yonr benignant oare 
Lends ns a yoath like him.*~Let me enfold 
That lovely ardour in his fether's i 
My brave, my gen 'rous boy ! 
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rim. Dofttthoo at length 
GoDfefs it, traitor? 

ZanUi, Ym, I boast it, tyrant; 
Boast it to thee, to earth, and heaven I boast. 
This, this is Zamti's son. 

Hornet. At length the hoor, 
The elorious hoar is come, bj Moral promised, 
" When Hamet shall not Uasb to know his father." 

Zamii, Oh ! tlioo intrepid youth, what bright reward 
Can joor glad sire bestow on sach desert? 
The righteous gods, and 7oar4^wn inward SeeiingSy 
Shall giTe the sweetest retribntion. Now, 
Mandane, now mj son! forgives thee all ; 
Since I have made acquaintance with my boy ; 
But oh ! 1 eharge thee^ by a husband's right 

Tim, A haslMnd's right! a traitor has no rights $ 
Society disclaims him. Woman, hear. 
And mark my words : abjare the mandarin. 
Renounce all hymeneal vows, reveal 
This mystery, and still your son may live. 
While JDStice whiris that traitor to his late. 

Man, Thon vile adviser! — what, betray my lord. 
My honour'd husband; turn a Scythian wife; 
Forget the many years of fond delight. 
In which my heart ne'er knew deoreasinff love, 
Gharm'd with his noble, all-acoomplish'd mind? 
No, tyrant, no ; with him I'll dare to die ; 
With him in ruin more supremel v blest, 
Than guilt upon a throne triumpnant 

Zamti. Now, 
Inhuman Tsrtar, I defy thy power. 
Lo! here — the father, mother, and the son! 
Try all your tortures on us — here we stand, 
Resolv'ci to leave a track of bright renown 
To mark our being; resolv'd all to die. 
The votaries of honour ! 

Tim. Then, by heaven! 
Your doom is fix'd. This moment seine the slaves ; 
Deep in some baleful dungeon's midnight gloom 
iiet each apart be plung'd ; and EUn Uhi-^ 



SCENE 1. THE ORPHAN OF CHINA. 41 

Xiel him rorthwith be found— he too shall sbsre 
His falher*8 fate. 

Mir. Be it mj task, dread sir. 
To make the rack ingenious in new pains; 
Till even cruelty iflmost relent 
At their keen, agonirang groans. 

Tim. Betliat, 
Mirvan, thy care. By the immortal liama, 
I'll wrest the secret from them, or once more . 
My rage is ap in arras — 'gainst Gorea's chief 
1 will unfurl my banners; his proud cities 
Shall dread my thunder at their ^tes, and mourn 
Their smoking ramparts; o'er his verdant plains 
And peaceful rales I'li drive my rapid car, 
And ne'er know rest, ne'er sbeathe-lh' avenging sword, 
Till their king fall, and treason is no more. [Exit. 

Octar. Mirvan, bear hence those miscreants to their 
fate; 
Thou, Zamti, art mv charge. 

Zamti. Willing 1 come. 
My son, tby fiither doubts not of thy fortitude. 
Mandane, summon all thy strength ; the gods, 
Who try tby virtue, may reward it still. 

[£nt, vfith Octar^ 

Man. Hamet! restored and lost again! 

IStniggUs with the Guards. 

Hamet. Alas! 
No means to resooe thee! inhuman villains! 
And will vou tear me from her? [He u dragged off, 

Man. 6h ! my child ! — 
Now then, barMrians, yon have seis'd on all 
My soul holds dear.— What have I now to dread? 
I gave him being ; in the hour of peril 
J Jew to rescue him ; I coold no more. 
U he must fall, I'll emulate his virtues ; 
True to the solemn vow I've breath'd to heaven, 
True to my sovereign still ! — ^in honour's cause 
The mother from her son shall learn to die. [Eietmt, 



ACT THE FOURTH. 




SCfiNB I. A Prison. Hambt lies stretched on tA« 

Ground, in Chains, 
Enter Zaphimri, in a Tartar Dress, and Mibvan. 
Mir, There, stretch'd at length oa the dank groand, 
he lies, 
Scorning his fate : yoar meeting most be short. 
Zaph. It shall. 

Af tr. And yet I tremble for th' event. 
Zaph, Mirvan, no more: 1 will hold ooBTerwwith 
Though death were arm*d against the interriew. [bim^, 

[Exit JtftrMm. 
Hamet. What wooldst thon, Tartar? 
Zaph» Rise, thon ^n'roos yonth ! 
No Tolgar errand mine. 
Hamet,J[Rises'] Now speak thy purpose, [stabbeiv 
Zaph. To these lone. walls, where ofl the ocytbian 
With mord'roas stride hath oome ; these walls that ofl 
Have seen the assassin's deeds, I brin|^ a mind 
Firm, virtaons, npright Under this vile garb 
Lo ! here a son of China. 
Hamet. Yes, thy ^b 
Denotes a son of China, and those eyes 
Roll with no black intent — Say on. 
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Zaph. Inawa'd 
With adnuralion of heroio deeds, 
I come to seek aoqoAiiiUflce with the yooth. 
Who for his king wouJd die. 

Hamet, Aod aoes thy heart 
Applaad the deed? 

Zaph, It does, by heaTen, it does. 
Yes, Tirtuous enrj rises in my soyJ. 
Thy ardour charms, and even now i pant 
To change conditions with Ibee. 

Hamet. Then my heart 
Accepts thy proffer'd friendship. In a base, 
A prone, degenerate ace, when foreign force 
And foreign manners have o'erwheim'd ns all, 
And sunk oar native genius, thoo retain'st 
A sense of ancient worth. Bot wherefore here, 
To this sad mansion, this abode of sorrow, 
Com'st thon to know a wretch that soon most die? 

Zaph. Oh, no ; thon sbalt not die. By me the king. 
By me Zapbirori sa^s-^— 

Hamet. Zaphimn says! 
Kind heaven ! where is the king? 

Zaph. His steps are safe. 
Unseen as is the arrow's path. By me be says. 
He knows, he loves, he wonders at thy virtue ; 
By me he swears^ rather than thoo shooldst fatt, ' 
He will emerge from dark obscurity, 
And greatly braTC his fate. 

Hamet. Ha ! die for me ! 
For me ignoble in the scale of being, 
An unimportant wretch! — Whoe'er thon art, 
I pr'ythee, stranger, bear my answer back. 
Oh! tell my sovereign, that here dwells a heart 
Above all pain and peril. When 1 fall, 
A worm, an insect aies ; bat in his life 
Are wrapp'd the glories of our ancient line, 
The liberties of China; then let him 
Live for his people, be it mine to die. 

Zaph. Gan I bear this, just gods! and not dissolve 
In tears of gratitude and love ? [^Atide. 

Hamet, Whys 
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That flood of erief ? and why that stifled groan ? : 
Through the dark mist his sorrow casts around Mm, 
He seems no common man. Say, gen'roas Yoalb, 
Who and what art thoa? ' 

Zaph. Who and what am I ? 
The veriest wretch that ever groan'd in anguish. 
One lost, abattdon*d, plong'd in woe 
Beyond redemption's aid — ^to tell thee all 
In one dire word, big with the last distress. 
In one aocomnlated term of horror, 
Zaphimri ! 

Hamet. Ha! — mjking! 

Zaph. That fatal wretch. 
Exalted into misery supreme! 
Oh ! I was happy while good Zamti's son 
I walk'd the oommdn tracts of life, and strove 
Hnmbly to copy my imagined sire. 
Bat now 

Hamet. Yes now — ^if thou art he — as sure 
- Tis wondrous like— raised to a state, in which 
A nation's happiness on thee depends. 

Zaph, A nation's happiness! — there — there I bleed — 
There are my pangs — for me this war began; 
For me hath purple slaughter drenoh'd yon plains ; 
1 am the cause of all— I forg'd those cliains — 
For Zamti and Mandane too! — ^by me they fall ; 
Them have i throwii into a dungeon's gloom — 
These are the horrors of Zaphimri's reign! 
1 am the tyrant; I ascend the throne. 
By base in|^ratitnde, by the vile means 
Of selfish cowardice, that can behold 
Thee, and thy father, mother, all in chains. 
All lost, all murder'd, that 1 thus may rise 
Indorioos to a throne. 

liamet. Alas! thy spirit. 
Thy wild disordered fancy, picture's forth 
Ills that are not, or being ills, not woKh 
A taioment's pause. 

rnL^** Not ills!— thou canal not mean it— 
. The angry fates, amidst their hoards of malice, 
Had nought but this; they meant to render me 
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Pecoliarhr distreu'd.— Tell ine» thou gallant yonlJi, 
A Bool like thine knows every fine emotion, 
I« Ihere a nenre in which the heart of man 
Gao prove snoh loKare, as when thus il meetn 
Uneqoall'd friendship, honour, truth, and love. 
And no return can make P 
Hornet. That powV will eome. 
Zixph. Bat when^ — when thou art lost! 
When Zamti and Mandane are no more! 
Oh ! for a di^ffer's point to plunge it deep, 
Deep in this — ha! deep in the tyrant's heart, [sovereign, 
Hamet, There your roTenge should point---«las ! uiy 
Whj d>dst thou venture to this place of danger ? 

2!aph. And canst thou deem me then so hwe of soul, 
To dwell secure in ignominious safety; 
With cold insensibility to wait 
The ling*ring hours, with coward patience wait them. 
Deliberating on myself, while ruin 
Nods over Zamti's bouse? — No, geo'rous youth, 
ril not think meanly of tliee ; no, that thought 
Is foreign to thy heart. 

Uamet, Withdraw thee hence ; 
Nor lightly hasard thus so dear a life ; 
Think of thy ancestors. 
Zaph. My ancestors ! 
What is to me a long descended line, 
A race of worthies, legislators, heroes, 
Unless I bring their virtues too? No more: 
This very nignt Til burst those guilty walls, 
Rend those vile manacles, and give thee freedom. 

Re-aiter Mibyan. 

Mir. The time forbids delay : whilst Ibou art here. 
Thy fate's suspended on each dreadful moment. 

Zaph. This garb will cloak me from each jealous eye *, 
Thou need'st not fear detection. [Flourwhrf Trumpets. 

Hamet. Ha! what means 
That sudden and wild harmony? 

flftr. Ev'n now 
The conqu'ror and his fell barbaric route 
For this aay'9 victory indulge their joy. 
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Zaph, Joy soon to end in g^roaBs ; for ail ooosptres 
To forward oor Awf;n : a band of horoes . 

Bv'n now are ready ; honourably leaga'd 
To vindicate Ibeir righto.— -Thy father's care I 

PlanoM and inspir'd the whole. And lo ! the lig^bts 
That whilom biaz'd to faear'n, now rtrely seen 
Shed a pale glimmer, and IJie foe secure 
Sinks down m deep debaoch ; while all awake, ' 

The genius of the land broods o'er the work , 
Of justice and revenge. 

JMir. The gallant chiefs 
At their appointed statioo we oonveo'd ; 
In silent terror all intent they stand. 
And wait the signal in each gale that blows. 

Hamet. Dream on, delod^ Tsrtar, yes, dream on ; 
Still nnsuspectiug plunge in guilty joy. 
And bury thee in riot. 

Zaph. Ne'er again 
To wake from tluit vile trance; for ere the dawit, i 

Detested spoiler, thy hot blood shall smoke | 

On the stain'd marble, and thy limbs abhorr'd 
I'll scatter to the dogs of China. 

Mir. Ha! 
Break oft* your conference : — Odar this way comes — 
Beware, my prince. — 

Enter Octar. 
Well, Ootar, there's your pris'ner. [Points to Hamet. 
Octar. Convev him hence to where Mandane's grief 
Rings through the vaulted roof. 

Hamet. Yes, lead me hence 
To soften anguish in a parent's breast. [Exit with Mir. 
Zaiph. What may this mean? I dread some lurking 
mischief. [Exit. 

Octar. When the boy clings around his mother's hesrt. 
Then, in that tender moment, tear him from.her, 
And in her impotence of grief the troth 
Will bui:st its way. 

Enter Txmvrkan. 
Why from the genial banqoet 
Thus will my sov'reign seek a doogeon's gloom? 
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Tim, A more than midniji^iit gloom IovoItm mj soul. 
What boots the oonoa'ring sword, the pinme of viotorj. 
If still this coward boy in secret Hres; 
If serpent>like amidst the 6ow'rj garlands 
He wreaths his folds^ to dash my promised joj, 
And poison mj delight.' 

Octar. Then at once. 
To end jour fears, give Zamti to the sword. 
His wife, and all who aid htm in his guilt 
Twill crash the seeds of dark conspiracj. 

THm. No; Zamti's death bnt mnltiplles mj fears. 
With him the troth lies buried in the tomb. 
Hast thou beheld the stubborn mandarin.' 

Octar, Unconqoer'd yet by words he stands anmov^d. 
Smiling contempt, as if some inward joy, 
lake toe sun laboring in a night of clonds. 
Shot forth at intervMs a gladsome ray, 
Bright'ning the face of woe. 

Ttm. He mast not die : 
The slave shall linger out his days in torment. 

Octar. Might I advise, Mandane may be won. 
She still, sir, may be yours : a conqnVor's sighs 
Shall waft a thousand wishes to her heart. 
Till female vanity aspire to reach 
The eastern throne. 

Tim. No, Octar — *tis not mine 
To melt in languishing desire, and try 
The hopes, the fears, and the caprice of love. 
Innnr'a to rougher scenes, far other arts ^ 
My mind emploj'd : to sling^ the well-slor'd quiver 
Over this manly arm, and wing the dart 
At the fleet rein-deer sweeping down the vale. 
Or ap the mountain straining evVy nerve; 
To vault the neighing steed, and urge his coarse 
Swiiler than whirlwinds— through the ranks of war, 
Reeking with gore to drive my chariot wheels ; 
These are my passions, this my only science. 
Rais'd from a soldier to imperial sway, 
I still will reign in terror. Bring that traitor. 
The hoary priest, before me. [fixif Octar. 

Now, by oeav'n ! . .• 
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Their Stubborn forlitade erecto a fence 
To shield 'em Troin my wrath, more powVful &r 
Than their hifi^h boasted wall, which long hath stood 
The shook of time, of war, of storms and thonder. 
The wonder of the world. What art thon, virtae. 
That gi?'8t these joys, my heart hath never known? 

Enter Zamti, in Chains, 
Thy hated sight once more I brook, to try 
If yet the sense of deeds abhorr'd as thine 
Has touoh'd your soul : while yet the hoar-permils. 
Repent thee of thy crimes. 

Zamti» The crime would be 
To yield to thy unjust commands. But know 
A louder Toice than thine forbids the deed. 
The voice of all my kings; forth from their tombs 
Ev*n now they send a peal of groans to heav'n, 
-Where all thy murders are long since gone ap. 
And stand in dread array against thee. 

Tim. Murders! 
Ungrateful mandarin! say, did not I, 
When civil discord lighted up her brand 
And scatter'd wide her flames, when fierce contention, 
'Twixt Zorohamti and Zaphimri's father, 
Sorely oonvuls'd the realm, did not I then 
Lead forth my Tartar's from their northern frontier. 
And bid fair order rise? 

ZamtL Bid order rise ! 
Hast thou not smote us with a hand of wrath > 
By thee each art has died, and evVy science 
CK>ne put at thy fell blast Art thou not come 
To sack our cities, to subvert our temples, 
The temples of our gods, and with the worship. 
The monstrous worsuip of your living Lama, 
Profane our holy shrines? 

Tim. Resolve my doubts, . 
Nor think with groundless, with ill-tim'd reproach 
To talk me from my purpose. 

Zamti. Tyrant, yes; 
Yes, thon hast smote us with a hand of wrath. 
Full twenty years hast smote us ; but at length 
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"^^ill ooDie the hoar or heav'a's joat Tisitation, 
M^hen thoa shalt rae — hear me, thoa man of blood ! — 
Yes, thoa shall me the day — the day that saw thee 
Imbme those hands aeeerst in rojal blood — 
^ow, tyrant, now — ^yes, tremble at m^ words. 
The arm of the most high is bar'd asiaiust thee; 
And lo ! the band of fate describes thv doom 
In glaring letters on ^on rnbied wall ! 
Each gleam of light is perish'd out of heav'n. 
And oarkness rashes o*er the taoe of earth. 

Tim, And think'st thoa, slave, with visionary fears 
I e'er can shrink anpali'd ? thou moonstrnck seer ! 
No more TJI bear this moekery of words. 
Wfaat,OoUr, ho! 

Re-^nter Octar. 
Lead forth that fnuitio woman. 
Roin involves ye all — this very hoar 
Shall see yoor son impai'd— yes, both year sons — 
Bring Etan too before as. 

Octar, Etan, sir. 
Is fled for safety. 

Tim, Thoa pemioions slave ! [To Zamti, 

Zamti, The righteous gods protect him froih thy rage. 

[Exit Octar, 

Tim. Him too thoa wooldst withdraw from justice ! 
Thy perfidy wonld send to Corea*s realm, [him 

To brood in secret o'er some work of treason. 

Re-enter Octab and Hakbt, toith Mandavb, 
Ouardt, 4^. 
Now then, deluded fair, if fix'd in errc^ 
Yoo still persist, the rack shall have its prey. 

Man. I tell thee, homicide, mv soul is boand 
By solemn vows; and wouldst thoa have me break 
What angels wafted on their winn to beav'n ? 

Tim. This momeateaTesyour child, or doom^im dead. 

Man. Goddess of vengeance, from your realms above, 
Where near the throne of the most high thou sitfst, 
inspher'd in darkness, amidst hoards of thunder 
Sereuely dreadful, till dire homan crimes 
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Provoke tbee down, now on tbe whirlwind's wing 
Descend, and with ^our flaming sword, yoar bolU 
Red wilh almighty wrath, let loose your rage. 
And blast this vile seducer in his ^uilt 

Tim. Then seize her son, and give him to the r»ok. 

Man, No ; by the pow'rs above, by ev'ry tie 
Of humauizing pity, seize me first; 
Dispatch bin mother; end this wretched being. 

Zaph, {Rushing from the Guards] Hold, mard'rers, 
hold ; I charge you, slaves, forbear. 

Zamti. Ha! China totters on the brink of raio. {^Atidt, 

Tim, Elan ! thou art welcome to my great revenge! 

Zaph, I come on matters of imporlanoe deep 
Unto thy throne and life. 

Zamti. Heed not an idle boy. 

Tim. Proceed, and tell thy purpose. \ 

Zaph. Even now 
Thv death is plotting. 

Tim, Ha 1 by whom ? 

Zaph. Zaphimri! 

Zamti. What means my ton ? 

Tim. Resign him to mv vengeanoe. 
And then our mercy shall to thee extend. 

Zaph. Think not I come to save this worthless life. 
Pity Mandane: save her tender frame-~ 
Pity that y oath; [Kneels] oh! save ibat godlike mao. 

iamti. Wilt thou dishonour me, degraide thyself, 
Th^ native dignity, by basely kneeling? 
Quit that vile posture— 

Tim. To appease our wrath. 
Bring me Zapuimri's head. 

Zaph. Will that suffice? 

Tim. His blood atones for all. 

Z<q)h. {Rises] Then take it, tyrant; 
I am Zaphimri ; 1 your mortal foe. 

Zamti. Angels of light, quick on your rapid wing 
Dart from your thrones above, and hover round hin. 

Man. Alas ! all's ruin*d — Gliina is no more. 
Zaph. Behold me, Tartar ; hear the voioe of Iralh ; 
Thus oa his knees Zaphimri begs U> die. 
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Tim. Thoo early tmtor! bj thj gailtj father 
Trained up in fraud ! woaidsl thoa deceive me too? 

Hamet. He would : all would deceive you : all conspira 
Agaiast my claim : all wrest my title from me : 
The father's art, the nothei^a fond aabitioii 
Upoo my mini to exalt their name, 
And raite their son to empire. 

Zaph, Ha! forbear. 
Rash youth, forbear ; nor thus insult jrour king. 
Mine is the crown : its miseries are mine : 
Mine the worst malice fortune hath in store : 
I claim it all, and will not bear a rival. 

HttiMet. Horror! believe him not — for me the troops 
From Corea's realm dar'd to approach your walls ; 
1 led then on; I came from dimes remote; 
The captives of voar sword have own'd they foog^t 
To see me seated on the throne of China. 

Zaph, By heav'n be*s innocent ; the {j^uilt is mine. 
Misguided boy! I charge thee dare no more 
Usurp a rooiiaroh*s right ; resign at once 
Mj lawful elaira, the lionoura of my birth ; 
Give back my name ; 1 ask it but to die. 

Tim, Their wondrous conflict hot involves me deeper 
In doubt, mistrust, perplexity, and fear. 
Blisg a ided fair one, say, wliich is, your king? 

Juan. Behold their virtue, and respect them both. 

Tim, Perdition sdae her ! Zamti mark my words — 
This moment dear each doubt, or keenest pangs 
Shall hunt the secret through eaoh trembling nerve. 

Zamti. I have already vielded up my son ; 
I gave him to your sword ; and after that. 
After that conflict, tbink'st thou there is aught 
Zamti has left to fear? 

Tim. Yes, learn to fear 
My will, my sovereign will, which here is law, 
And treads upon the neck of slaves. 

ZamiL Thy will 
The law in China? ill-instructed man! 
Now learn an awful truth. Though ruffian pow*r 
May for awhile suppress all sacred order. 
And trample on tbe rights of man, the soul 
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l^hieh me oor It^slatioo life and vigour 
Shall stfll sobnst, above tbe tyrant's reach. 
The apirit of the laws'oaD never die. 

Tim, Here then all parley ends : thy doom is lix*d : 
This very moment drag 'em from ray sight. 

fGuards seize Zamtu 
Man, Yes, lead me with him : in his arms lo die 
Mandane goes resigned. Bot, tyrant, know 
The great important truth is treasur'd here. 
Thy powV can ne'er extort it Yes, live on. 
In tbe worst agony of doubt and fear. 
With us the secret dies : that jov is ours; 
With that we triumph still ; willi Ihftt we bid thee 
Fear while we live, and tremble in our fall. 

[Exit with Zamii and Guards. 
Uamet* No, spare 'em, yet forbear; here point thy 
sword, 
UnsLoioe these veins, bnt spare their matchless lives. 

[He is carried ojfl 
Zaph, I am your victim, by the gods I am. 

[Kneels and holds Timurkan, 
Tim. Away, vile slave ; go see them bleed; behold 
How they will writhe in pangs ; ftenss doom'd for thee, 
And all who deal in treachery like thine. [Exit. 

Zaph. [On the Ground] Yet hear me ; yet a moment ! 
barb'rous Scythians ! 
Wilt thou not open, earth,.and take me down, 
Down to thy caverns of eternal darkness? 
And sleeps almighty justice? will it not 
Awaken all iu terrors? arm^on band 
Of secret heroes with avenging tbunderP 
By heav'n [Hueil that thought lifts up my kindling soul 
With renovated lire. My glorious friends. 
Who now convene big with your country's fate, 
When I am dead, oh ! give me juat revenge; 
Let me not die inglorious ; make my fall. 
By some great act of yet unheard-of vengeance, 
Resound throughout the world; that furtbeal ScyUtia 
May stand appall'd at the huge distant roar 
Of one vast ruin tumbling on the heada 
Of this fell tyrant, and his hatred race. [Exit, 



ACT THE FIFTH. 




SCBNE I. The Palace. 

Enter Zamti and MANDANs,/oUoi0ed by Octaa. 

Zamti, Why dost tfaoa lead as to this hated mansion ? 
Most we again behold the tyrant's frown ? 
Then know'st our tiearts are fix'd. 

Oetar. The war of words 
We scorn again to wage. Beneath this roof 
The rack is now prepared, and Timnrkan 
Anon shall view yonr pangs, and count each groan 
Ev'n to the fullest luxury of Tengeaooe. 
Goard well that passage ; ITo the Guards withm] see 

the traitors find 
No means of flight, while to the conqueror 
J hasten, to receive his last commands. [Exif. 

Zamti. Thou ever faithful woman ! 

Man. Canst thou, Zamti, 
Still call me faithfuls by that honoar'd name 
Wilt thou call her, whose wild maternal love 
Hath bnried all in ruin? 

Zamti. Yes, thoaart. 
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Thoa art my wife, whose virtue cr'n in bondage 

Hath oheer'd my soul ; and now thy ev*ry obarm» 

Bndear'd by danger, kindled by distress 

To higher lostre, all my passions beat 

Unutterable gratitude and love. 

And must-~oii ! cruel!— must, I see thee bleed ? 

Man. For me death wears no terror on his brow. 
Fall twenty years hath this afflicted breast 
Been smote with these sad hands ; these haggard eyes 
Have seen my country's ruin ; seen my husbaud, • 
My son, my king— all in the TarUr'a hands. 
What then remuii»for meP death, only death. 

Zamtu Ah ! can thy tenderness endure the pangs 
Inventive cruelly ev'n now prepares? 
Must this iov'd form, this soft perfeoUon bleed? 
Thy decent limbs be strain'd with cruel cords. 
To glut a ruffian's rage P 

Man. Alas, this frame, 
This feeble texture never can sustain it. 
But this— this 1 can bear. [Shows a Dagger, 

Zamti, Ha! 

Man. Yes; thisdagger! 
Do tho^ but lodge it in th» faithful breast, 
My heart shall spring to meet thee. 

Zamti. Oh! 

Man. Do thou, 
My honoured lord, who taoght'st me evVy virtue, 
Afford the friendly, the last human office. 
And teach me now to.die. 

Zamti It must not be. ^ , . 

Hence let me bear thb instrument of death. 

[Taket the Dagger. 
Shall we usurp the dtead prerogative 
Of lile'and death, and measure out the thread 
Of our owff being P ^Tis the coward's ael, 
Who dares not to encounter pain and peril. 
Be that the praetioe of th' untutor'd savage ; 
Be it the practice of the gloomy north. 

Man, Must we then wait the haughty tyrant's nod, 
The vassals of his will ^ no, let os rather 
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Noblj break throogh the barriers of this life. 
And join the beinj^ of some other world, 
Who*il throng around our greatij daring souls. 
And hail our flight with wonder and applause. 

Zamti, Distress too exquisite ! ye holy powers, 
If aaght below can supersede your law, 
And plead for wretches, who dare, self-impeird« 
Rosh to your awful presence ; His not then, 
When the distemperd passions rage, when pride 
Is stang to madness, wuen ambition falls 
From her high scaffolding — oh ! no, if aught 
Can justify ue blow, it is when virtue 
No more can stand at bay, when liberty 
No longer breathes at large ; 'tis with the groans 
Of our loT'd country, when we dare to die. 

Ulan. Then here at once direct the friendly steel. 
Zatntu Now then prepare thee Ah ! does this be- 
come 
Sy husband's love ? thus, with uplifted blade 
n I approach that bosom-bliss, where oft 
With other looks than these, oh f my Mandane, 
Pve hnsh'd mv cares within thy shelt'ring arms? 

Man. Alas! the loves, that bless'd our happier days, 
Have spread their pinions, never to return, 
And the pale fates surround as. Zamti, come, 
Here lay me down in honourable rest ; 
Come as thou art, all hero, to my arms, 
And free a virtuous wife. 
Zamti. It must be so : 

Now then prepare thee My a^m flagd and droops. 

Conscious of thee in every trembling nerve. 

[Throws down the Dagger, 
By heaven, once more I would not raise the point 
Against that hoard of sweets, for endless years 
Of universal empire. 

Man. Ha! they come; 
The ministers of vengeance c6me ; and yet 
They shall not long insult as in our woes ; 
Myself will still preserve the means of death. 

ITakes up the Dagger. 
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Re-enter Oct a r, with Tim u r k a n and Guards. 

Tim. Now then, detdsted pair, your hour is come. 
I hale this dull delav. Seize ZamU first; 
Let studied art, with glow-cooBuiniDg pangs. 
Explore the truth ; nor let him know re\lS[, 
In his worst agonies, till ever? secret 
Burst forth in groans* and eqd my doobts and fears. 

Zamti, Begin joor tortures, end this wretched being; 
I care not now how soon. [The Guards seise htm. 

Man. Slay, Zamti, sla?! [man villains! 

And will yon foroe him thas? [He is forced aff^] Inhu- 
Oh ! Timurkan^ behold me humbled here. 
Thus lowly on my knees, thus prone to earth. 
And grovMing at yonr feet I ask to die ; 
Grant my request; it will n6t slain Ihy name 
With weak humanity; deal still in blood; 
Oh ! let me perish in my husband's arms! 
It will be meroy to indulge my jprayer, 
And murder shall for once be virtup in thee. 

Tim. Behold him first, behold the hoary trailur 
Gasping in death, and weltVing in his gore. 
Thy turn will follow. By thy treaohVoos arts 
The hated orphan liyes. 

Man. [Auesj And if he lives. 
May heaven protect him^ till the awful truth. 
In some dread hour of horror and revenge^ 
Shall burst like thunder on.thee. — If by me 
Zaphimri lives, then, tyrant, know thy duty; 
Descend at once from a throne gained by murder. 
And yield the crown, resign it to your master. 

rim. Pernicious traitress! 

Enter Mirvan. 
Ha! what wouldst thou, Mirvan? 

Mir. Near to the eastern gate, a slave reports^ 
As at his watch he stood, the gleam of arms 
Cast a dim lustre Ihrongn the nig^ht. and straight 
The steps of men thick sounded in ais ear. 
lu close array they marob'd. 
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Tim. Ha! lurking treasoa ! 
What ho! m^ armsl Ourself will sail v forlh. 

Mir. My hoge, their scanty and ra»ii-levied nambers 
Want not a monarch's sword. With eager zeal. 
Upon the instant I drew off the guards 
That round the palace walls. Let Octar, sir. 
Who oft has led them to renown in arms. 
Let him but head the ranks, his valour soon 
Shall bring the traitors bound in chains before you. 

Tim, Well, be it so. — Octar, do thou go forth, 
And give the rebels to the sabre's edge. [Exit Octan 

Man. Why must I linger thus? Lo ! Mirvan too 
■Leagu'd with the foe, a traitor to his king ! 

Mir. With sure cohviction we have further learn'd 
The long-contended truth. Etan's their king. 
The traitor, Zamli, counted but one son, 
And him he sent — Maudane knows it all — 
Far hence to Ck>rea's realm. 

Tim. At length thy guilt [To Mandane. 

Glares to the sight. Tiiis hour Zaphimri dies. 

Mir. To Morat's care th' inudious mandarin, 
With that complotter in his dark designs. 
Gave up their boy ; while unsuspected here 
They fix'd a safe asylum for their prince. 

Man. [Looks at Mirvan] When shall I quit a world 
where men like thee 
Are only fit to dwell ? 

Tim, Let Morat straight 
Attend oor presence ; bring the slave before u»^ 

Mir. This hour approved my loyalty and truth. [Exit, 

Tim. Thanks to great Lama, treason is no more. 
And their boy king is found. Yes, traitress, now 
Thou shalt behold the stripling's forfeit head. 
Soon as the dawn shall purple yonder east. 
Aloft in air all China shall behold it. 
Barch'd by the sun, and welt'ring to the wind. 



Re-^nter Mirvan. 
rvan, hast thou broug 

Mir, My liege, he comes, obedient to your will. 



Tim, Well, Mirvan, hast thou brought the treaoh'rous 
slave.' 
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Enter ZAPBiMRi, with a Sahre, 

Zaph, Now, bloody Tartar, now then know Zaphiinri. 

Tim. AoGuraed treason ! — To behold thee thus 
In arnM before me, blasts m j aching sight ; 
My blood forgets to move ; each power dies in me. 

Man. Yes, monster, yes, thy fated hoar is come. 
Descend, then tyrant, from a tiirone usarp*d, 
And yield the crown, now yield it to thy master. 

Zapk. Well may'st thon tremble, well may guilt like 
Shrink back dismayM ; for thus avenging heaven [thine 
In me sends forth his minister of wrath, 
To deal destruction on thee. 

Tim. Coward slave! 
A midnight ruffian, in th' angnarded hour. 
Secure thou com'st, thus to assault a warrior 
Thy heart would never dare to meet in arms. 

Zaph. Not meet thee, Tartar! — ha! in me thou seest 
One, on whose head unnumber'd wrongs thou'st heap*d, 
Else could I scorn thee thus defenceless — ^yes, 
My great revenge could bid thee try each shape. 
Assume each horrid form, oome forth array'd 
In all the terrors of deslructiye guilt 
But now a dear, a murder'd father calls; 
He beckons to the spot, the sacred altar 
Which thy fell hand imbrued with royal blood. 
Go, seek the temple ; at that dread tribunal 
Receive thy doom, and expiate thy crimes. 

Tim. By heaven Til dare thee sUU; resign it, slave! 
Resign the blade to nobler hands. 

[Seizes Mirvan** Sabre. 

Man, Oh! horror! 
Bring instant help ; let not tlie fate of China . 
Hang on the issue of a doubtful combat. 

Zaph. Now, lawless ravager, Zaphimri comes 
To wreak his justice on thee. 

[The^ fight; Zaphimri drives Timurkanojf. 

Man. Now, just gods, 
Sinew his arm, and guide the blow for freedom. 

Mir. See there, behold, he darts upon his prey. 

Zaph. [Within] Die, bloodhound, die. 
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Mir, The Tirtar drops his poiiit. 

Man. He falls» the victim falls. 

Za^h. [ Within] Mj father strikes: 
He gires the blow ; and this, thoa fell destroyer, 
Tliis for a nation's ip'oans. 

Enter Hambt. 
Hamet, Where is 2^phimri ? 
Direct me to him. 

Man, Hamet! Oh! mjson; 
Once more I clasp thee in thy mother's arms! 
JLio ! where the monster quivers on the mand ! 
Let me seek Zamti with the glorioos tidings, 
And oall him back to liberty and joy. 

[£jrtt, with Mvrvem, 

Rt-^nter Zaphimri. 
Zaph, This reeking blade hath drunk the tyrant's 

blood. 
Hamet, Ohina again is free. There lies the corse. 
That breath'd destrootion to the world. 

Ztqth, Yes there. 
Tyrannic guilt, behold thy fatal end, 
The wages of thy sinS. 

Enter Mo rat. 

Hamet. Oh! Morat, welcome; 
Welcome to oonqoest, freedom, and revenge, [leaders, 

Morat. Revenge now stalks abroad: our valiant 
True to the destin'd hoar, at once broke focth 
From every quarter on th* astonisfa'd foe. 

Zaph. Uo ! Tironrkan lies levell'd with the dost. 

Morat, Oppression's iron rod at length is broke. 
My king! my sovereign! [KneeU to Zaphtmri,- 

Zaph. Rise ; the time demands 
Far other cares. Where are my gallant friends P 
Is the wild tomalt o'er, and have they oonquer'd? 

Morat. The gates, the ramparts, and the eitadel. 
Each pass is oars ; the nnsospeoting foe, 
Hemm'd in on every side, renits in vaiiit 
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OoUr is fidl'n : all oover'd o'er with woaodft 
He met bis fate; and^sUll the slaa^ht'ring sword 
Invades the ciU sonk in sleep and wine. 

2ap/». Send H>rth, and let Orasming straight proclaim 
Zsphimri kiiijjj^, my sobjeots' rights restored. [£nt Marat. 
Now where is Zamti? where ray more than father? 
Where is MandaneP Liead me, lead me to them. 

R^-enter Mirvan. 
What means that pale despair? 

Mir. Oh ! dire mischance ! 
While here I trembled fcur the great erent. 
The onrelenting slaves, whose trade is death. 
Began their work ; nor piety, nor age 
Could touch their felon-hearts; they seix'aon Zamti, 
And bonud him on the wheel ; a prey to villains 
We found the good, the venerable man 



Smiling in pangs ; all frantic at the sight, 
Mandane plung'd a poniard in her breast. 
" With him 1 liv'd,'' she cried, "with him will die." 

Hamet, Oh! heaven! my mother! Summon ev'ry aid 
To call her back to life.— 

Mir. In th* arms of death 
Bv'n now she struggles. 

Zt^h. Fktal rashness. Saj, 
Is Zamti too destroyed ? 

Mir, Life ebbs apace. 
Released from anguish, with what strength remain'd, 
He reach*d the oouofa where lost Mandane lies; 
There threv^ his mangled limbs, there clinging to her, 
He pours his sad lamentings in a strain 
Might call each pitying angel from the skv 
To sympathize with human woe. [The back Scene opens. 

Z4q>h. And see. 
See on that mournful bier he clasps her still ; 
Still hangs upon each faded feature; still 
To her deaf ear complains in bitter anguish, 

[ZanUi and Mandane brought forward on a Cweh. 

Zamti. Yet live, Mandane ; thou may'st still be hsppy ; 
Thou hast not merited an end like this. 



SCENE 1. THE ORPHAN OF CHINA. 61 

Man. The hand of doalh^y'n now is heavy on me. 

Zaph, Are these oar triamphs ? these oor promised joys ? 

Zamti. The masic of that Toice reoatis my soul. 

[Kues, end runs to embrace Zaphimvi ; his Strength 
fails, and he fails at his Feet. 
My prinoe! my king! — 

Zaph. Sujpport him ; bear him op. 

Man. Where is my child, my Hamet? lives he still ? 

Hamet. He lives ; bat oh ! to see my mother thus — 

Man, Oh! let me fold thee. [Rises} Ha!— it is too 
much — ^ 

I thank you, heaven ; these are a mother's joys;— » 
And these yoa jpve to cheer me in my passage. 
Soft, lay me, lay me down. — 

Hamet. Her eyes are fix'd ; 
A death-like paleness spreads o'er ev'ry feature. 

Zaph. [Raises Zamtt] How fares it, SSamti, now ? 

Zamti. Oh! blest event! 
It»oald not hope soch tidings; thee, my king, 
And Hamet too; I thought you both destroy'd. 
My slow remains of life cannot endure 
These strong vicissitudes of grieC and joy. 
And there — there lies Mandane — lead me to her. 
Mandane, look upon me ; once again 
Let me behold the day-light of thy eyes. 

Man. Alas! those eyes no more must gaze upon thee ; 
That dear delight is fled ; — thee too, my son. 
No more I now must see thee ; snatoh'd from death, 
This day reslor'd-— >after whole years of absence. — 
I leave thee now-— I leave my child for ever — 
The heart-string breaks— Oh! that thought tears— it 
It drowns me in my tears. [cleaves — 

Zamti, I pray ye lead me — 
Conduct me to her— nearer still — that both — 
Alas! I faint^supportme — [Faints. 

Hamet. Once again 
Mandane speak, and let me bear thy voice. 

Man. Hamet, thy hand — forgive— forgive my rash- 
Could I survive vour father? No — with him [ness. 
The scene was tfos'd^— but-— is the tyrant dead P 
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Hixmet. Hm debt U paid. 
Man. Alu! IfoUowhim— 
I follow thitiier, where eternal justice 
Exalte the 'just, and bombJcte tbe oppressor. 
And thee, mj son, I leave thee here in freedom. 
That joy is mine. Gopj your fitdier's actions — 
You need no more : mankind wiJl bless thee for it 
Remember all his precepts: his example 
Will ^nide thy steps, and marshal thee to n^ory. 
I die resigru'd^-ana yet— and yet it's hard*-- 
When fr^om dawns — and after all my sofferinn — 
It's hard, my child, your mother new shonld leave &ee. — 
Zamti — wliere is heP 
Zamti, [Revives] Bend me, bend me forward. 
Man, Alas! that sij^ht— Ob! Zamti— Hamet— Ob ! 

[Die$. 
Zamti, She's gone, for ever, ever gone. — Mandane! 
iSmks down by her. 
Thus do I see thee?— cold-^las! death-oold ! 
Cold is that breast, where vtrtoe from above 
Fix'd her delighted mansion ; and those lips 
That utter'd beav'uly trath^-pale! pale!— dead! deadf 
Pray ye entomb me with her."^ 

Zaph. Take, ye pow'rs. 
Your throne, your crown ; take all your eon<](aests baek ; 
Zaphimri ne?er can survive— 
Zamti. I charge thee live.— 
A base desertion of the pubBc weal 
Will ill become a king.— Aks! my son— 
By that dear tender name if once again 
Zamti roar eaU thee— this is now the last, 
Tbe only interview we e'er shall have. 

^Zaph, And will ye then, inexorable gods— 
Will ye then tear him from my aching heart? 
Zamti, The moral duties- of the private man 
Are grafted in thy soul : but oh ! reusember, 
The mean immntable of happiness; 
Or in the vale cf life, or on a tbroncy 
Is virtue : — each bad action of a king 
Extends beyond his liie, and oft renewa 
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Its Ijranny o'er ages yet anborn. 

To error mild, aefere to n^uilt, protect 

The helpless innocent; be truth thy passion; 

Sporn tue base flatterer, add learn to feel 

The best delight of serving humankind. 

Hamet. He dies, he dies — the agony is on him — 

Zamtu Life harassed out, pursued with barbVous art 
Through evVy trembling joint, now fails at once — 
Zaphimri — oh ! farewell — I shall not see 
The glories 4f thy reign. My son — my Hamet — 
Thou good young man, farewell. Mandane, yes. 
My soul with pleasure wings her flight, that thus 
Faithful in death 1 leave tirase cold remains 
Near thy dear honoured clay. [Diej. 

Zaph. And art thou dead. 
Thou best of menP then must Zaphimri pine 
In ever-during grief, since thou art lost ; 
Since that firm patriot, whose parental care 
Should raise, should guide, should animate my virtues, . 
Lies there a breathless corse. 

Hamet. My liege, forbear ; 
Live for your people ; madness and despair 
Belong to woes like mine. 

Zaph. Thy woes, indeed. 
Are great, thou pious youth; yes, I will live 
To soften thy afflictions ; to assuage 
A nation's grief when such a pair expires. 
Gome to my heart; in thee another Ziamti 
Shall bless the realm. — Now let me hence to hail 
My people with the sound of peace ; that done, 
To these a grateful monument shall rise, 
With all sepulchral honour; frequent there 
We'll offer incense; there each weeping muse 
Shall grave the tributary verse ; witli tears 
Embalm their memories ; and teach mankind, 
Howe'er oppression stalk the groaning earth. 
Yet heav'n, in its own hour, oan bring relief;, :J 

Can blast the tyrant in his guilty pride, i 

And prove the orphan's guardian to the last. [£jetmt. | 



. /;;; EPILOGUE. 

SPOKEN BY MRS. YATES. 

Confined by crmc laws to tijne and pla?e: * 

RelesWd at length, I ramble as I please T 
^ack to dear London whisk o'er land and seas • < 

iadiM, excuse ray dress; 'tis true Chinese. * < 

And now, no husband to torment my brain. ; 

Escap'd from dageers, and from tragic strain. ( 

L^us enjoy our dear small taJk again. \ 

How could this bard successful hope to prove? 
So many heroes, and not one in love/ *• ^* 
No suitor here to talk of flames that thrill : 
To say Ow civil thiii^f— " your eym so kill i*'^ < 

Np tavuhPT, to force ont.'— lo viit's wilL \ 

That TitiitirtanJ^aii tn3im]i, horrid brute! 
Wiwm only wari, and Tjlowl, and h<yrmr m\t. ; 
It in the guard* he tjrsl hsui karn'd bis trailc, 
(^am d .\t the tiU-yard, imin^'d on ihe ctanide : 
At play and opera fthiE'd ati airrrCKi!) sMrk, 
And ahorve the tmztcf^r^i ol tJie P-uk: 
Had he marcti^d boldly to die Tow*r for fame, 
Ajio at St* Jiiiiicfl'a tell rhe tender flame; 
I^Jink ye, for iiamti I hAd died a tnartvr? 
Ihe man, la ttiat case, would have caufht a Tnrinr. 

\ ou've swfii their ^iuferu viitues, patriot i»:ission»: 
But now for wmethiii^ of their taafe and failiioiis. 

y 1 Lord; ihat'a charnmng," cries loy lady Fidget, ^ 

*; 1 long TO know it; du the cre4itur(!f visit f 5 

Dear Mra. Yateu, ^to taU us- well, how fs it ?■' ( 

jhin^t, as lo heaiity, set yoor ht^Firis at rest ; 
Thev've all broad forehvari!", and pijjt eyes at Wst, 
Ami then they lead such strajiife such ibrxii^j lives; 
A little more at home than Kiiglisli wUtsJ 
li^3t the ]30«r things should roam^ and prove nnhnie, 
J'hev alJ are crjypled In the tioy nhoe* 
A hl!>^l^'f^l sc^temc to k*ep a wift fmrn biaddiag ; 
H E> |5iii(-h our feet, and yet are ever ^^addlug. 
ihei] titey've no carda, no routs ' tie*er tftkt their fling; 
And nm money i& an uniieardH^r thinit* 
And how ti'ie think they write |~yot?il ne'er divine; 
in>Ei top to hotluni doifl.n in faie straight line* 
We iadi^j when our tlame« we cannot smother^ 
Write lettei-BN-f i-om ojie comer dowji to t'other. 

Ouf^ mode there is in whieh SK>th cUmea agir^^; ) 

Iscarce can tell— 'mongst t'rieiHts then let it be: i 

■Tho creatiiresL Jove to t'Jieat as well as vna, S 

But bless my witnl I've quite forifoi the bard: 
A civil «oul !— by nie he senda this card : 
" I^ejKW£ reifwcw**— t© ev'ry lady here; 

H&pes/ifF the AtmffUT "—of a aiugie tear, 
ITte criiicB then will throiv their dirt In vain; 
rears rrom those eyes ttUI wash out e¥*ry stain j 
Y our tea^ trtie ^ en hire to tin* laufthl ^ve t 
J he Eci^ne th»l moves ymr hearts deserve^i lo livn ; 
A II eiiie IB kbcMir'd runt, ajid fnjttiaD r n;e ■ 
J-.ach drop you fall eoilmlmi tba poet's pagt. 
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